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BY 



THE AUTHOR OF "PELHAM.^ 



" He that knows most men's manners, must of necessity 
Best know his own, and mend those by example. 

— ^— Pure and strong spirits, 

1>0, like the fire, still covet to fly upward." 

The q^een of Corinth, Act 2, Scene 4. 
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DEVEREUX. 



BOOK IV. 

(continued.) 



CHAPTER XI. 



An Interview. 



I WENT a Kttle out of my way, on departing 
from Paris^ to visit Lord Bolingbroke, who at that 
time was in the country. There are some men 
whom one never really sees in capitals ; one sees 
their masks, not themselves : Bolingbroke was one. 
It was in retirement, however brief it might be, 
that his true nature expanded itself, and weary of 
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2 DEVEBEUX. 

being admired, he allowed one to love, and even 
in the wildest course of his earlier excesses, to 
respect him. My visit was limited to a few hours, 
but it made an indelible impression on me. 

" Once more,'' I said, as we walked to and firo 
in the garden of his temporary retreat, ^^ once more 
you are in your element : minister and statesman of 
a prince, and chief supporter of the great plans 
which are to restore him to his throne." 

A slight shade passed over Bolingbroke's fine 
brow. *^ To you, my constant friend," said he, 
^^ to you— who of all my friends alone remained 
true in exile, and unshaken by misfortune — to 
you I will confide a secret that I would entrust 
to no other. I repent me already of having 
espoused this cause. I did so while yet the dis- 
grace of an unmmted attainder tikigled in my 
veins : while I was in the fuU tide of those violent 
and warm passions which have so often misled me. 
Myself attainted — ^the best beloved of my iasso- 
dates in danger— ^my party deserted, and seem- 
ingly lost but for some bold measure such as then 
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offered : these were all that I saw. I listened eagorly 
to representations I now find untrue; and I ac- 
cepted that rank and power from one prince 
which were so rudely and gallingly toni from me 
by another. I perceive that I ha»ve acted impru* 
dently, but what is done, is dorae; no private 
scruples, no private interest shall make me waver 
in a cause that I hav^ once jdedged myself to 
serve; and if I can do aught to make a weak cause 
pow^ul, and a divided party successfol, I will ; 
but Dev^eux, you ore wrong, t|iis is not my 
el^nent. Ever in Ihe paths of strife, I have 
sighed for quiet, and while most eager ia pursuit 
of ambition, I have languished the most f(xidiy 
for content. The littleness of intrigue disgusts 
me, and while the branches of my power soared 
the highest, and s^ad with the most luxuriance, 
k galled noe to think of the miry soil in which 
that power was condemned to strike the roots,* 

* Occaaional Writer— No. 1. The Editor has, throughout this 
votky usually noted the passages in Bolingbroke's writings, in 
which there occur similes, illustrations, or strijking thoughts, 
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4< DEVEBEUX. 

upon which it stood, and by which it must be 
nourished.'" 

I an8W»;ed Bolingbroke as men are wont to 
answer statesmen who complain of their metier--- 
half in compliment, half in contradiction, but he 
replied with unusual seriousness. 

<< Do not think I affect to speak thus : you 
know how eagerly I snatch any respite firom 
state, and how unmoyedly I have borne the loss 
of prosperity and of power. You are now about 
to enter those perilous paths ,which I have trod 
for years. Your passions, like mine, are strong ! 
Beware, oh, beware, how you indulge them 
without restraint ! They are the fires which 
should warm : let them not be the fires which 
destroy.'' 

Bolingbroke paused in evident and great agi- 
tation^ — ^he resumed : " I speak strongly, for I 
speak in bitterness ; I was thrown early into the 
world : my whole education had been framed to 

correspondent with those in the text. For the genial vein of re- 
flection or conyersation ascrihed in these pages to Lord BoliDgbr(^e^ 
Count Devereux must be answerable. 
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make me ambitious : it succeeded in its end; 'I 

< 

was ambitious^ and of all success — success in plea- 
sure, success in fame. To wean me from the 
former, my friends persuaded me to marry-they 
chose my wife for her connexions and her fortune, 
and I gained those advantages at the expense of 
what was better than either — happiness ! You 
know how unfortunate has been that marriage, 
and how young I was when it was contracted. 
Can you wonder that it failed in the desired efiPect ? 
Every one courted me, every temptation assailed 
me ; pleasure even became more alluring abroad, 
when at home I had no longer the hope of peace : 
the indulgence of one passion begat the indul- 
gence of another ; and though my bettej sense 
prompted all my actions, it never restrained them 
to a proper limit. Thus the commencement of my 
actions has been generally prudent, and their 
contintiation has deviated into rashness, or 
plunged into excess. Devereux, I have paid the 
forfeit of my errors with a terrible interest— when 
my motives have been pure, men have seen a faulty 
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in the condu(^t, tod calumniated the motives; 
when my conduct has been blameless, men have 
remembered its former errors, and asserted that 
its present goodness only arose from Some sinister 
intention—thus I have been termed crafty, wbea 
I was in reality rash, and that was called the in*- 
consistency of interest, which in reality was the 
inconstancy of passion.* I have reason therefore 
to\«um you how you suffer your subjects to 
becdxne your tyrants; and believe me no experience 
is so deep as that of one who has committed 
faults, and who has discovered their causes."** 

* This I do beliere to be the real (though perhaps it is b new) light 
in which Lord BolingbrdLe's life and diaracter are to he viewed. 
The same writers who tell as of his ungovernable passions^ always 
priefis to his name the ej^thets ^< designing, cunning, crafty/' &c. 
Now I will venture to teU these historians that if they had studied 
human nature instead of party pamphlets, they would have dis- 
covered that there are certain incompatible qualities which can 
never be united in one character — that no man can have violent 
passions to wMeh he is in the habit of yielding, and be systematically 
crafty and designing. No man can be aU heat, and at the same time 
all' coolness; but qfiposite causes, not unoften produce Jike efiects. 
Passion usually makes men changeable, so sometimes does craft ; 
hence the mistake of the uninquiring er tbe shallow ; and hence 
while • • • writes, and ♦ • * * compiles, will the characters of 
great men be transmitted to posterity misstated and beUed.— JSd. 
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" Apply^ my dear lord, that experience to your 
future career* You remember whut the most 
sagacious of all pedants,* even though he was an 
Emperor, has so happily expressed--^ Repentance 
is a goddess, and the preserver of those who have 
. erred.''' 

^^ May I find her so f answered Bolingbroke ; 
<^but oaMantaigneorChimron would say, 'Vhomme 
se pipef-HSian is at once his own sharper^d'liis 
own bubble.' We make vast promises to our*- 
selves, and a passion, an example, sweeps even the 
remembrance of those promises from our minds* 
One is too apt to believe men hj^pomtes, if their 
conduct squares not with th^ sentimoits ; but 
perhaps no vice is mare rare, far 910 task is more 
difficfUi^ ffian systemaiio hypocrisy : and the same 
susceptibility whidi exposes men to be easily im* 
pressed by the idlurements of vice, renders 
them at heart most strlidk by the loveliness of 
virtue. Thus, their lai^uage and their hearts 

* The fimpczor JuUmu Tbe orighul eaqvesiioii is fmaphnsed 
in the text. 
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worship the divinity of the latter, while their 
conduct strays the most erringly towards the false 
shrines over which the former presides. Yes ! I 
have never been blind to the surpassing excel- 
lence of GOOD. The still sweet whispers of 
virtue have been heard, even when the storm has 
been loudest, and the bark of reason been driven 
the most impetuously over the waves : and at this 
moment, I am impressed with a foreboding, that 
sooner or later, the whispers will not only be 
heard, but their suggestion be obeyed ; and that 
far from courts and intrigue, from dissipation and 
ambition, I shall learn, in retirement, the true 
principles of wisdom, and the real objects of 
life.^ 

ThuiB did Bolingbroke converse, and thus did I 
listen, till it was time to depart. I. left him 
impressed with a melancholy that was rather 
soothing than distasteful. Whatever were the 
faults of that most extraordinary and most daz- 
zling genius, no one was ever more candid* 

* It is impoeniible to read the letter io Sir W. Windham, with- 
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in confessing his errors. A systematically bad 
man either ridicules what is good, or disbelieves 
in its existence ; but no man can be hardened 
in vice, whose heart is still sensible of the excel- 
lence and the glory of virtue. 

out being remarkably struck with the dignified and yet open can- 
dour which it displays. The same candour is equally visible in 
whatever relates to himself , in all Lord Bolingbroke's writings and 
correspondence^ and yet candour is the last attribute usually con- 
ceded to him. But never was there a writer whom people have 
talked of more and read less ; and I do not know a greater proof 
of this than the ever-repeated assertion (echoed from a most incom- 
petent authority) of the said letter to Sir W. Windham being the 
finest of all Lord Bolingbroke's writings. It is an article of great 
value to the history of the times ; but as to aU the higher graces 
and qualities of composition, it is one of the least striking (and on 
the other hand it is one of the most verbally incorrect) which he has 
bequeathed to us (the posthumous works always excepted). I am 
not sure whether the most brilliant passages— the most noble illus- 
trations — the most profound reflections, and the most useful truths — 
to be found in aU his writings, are not to be gathered from the least 
popular of thenu^uch as that volume entitled ^^ Political Tracts." 
— Eu. 
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BOOK V. 



CHAPTER I. 



A Portnut. 



MrsTEKK)us HBpulse at the heart, ^wbidi tte^^r 
suffers ufi to be a^ rest, wMck urges lUs onward «s by 
an uBseen^ yet irresistible lai^--4iiimaaa |)lAQets in 
a peltty orbit, harried for /ever and for evcfr, till our 
course ifl mB and our light b quenched— through 
tbe ^circle of ia dark and impaatelrable ilestinyl art 
duyu not tK>me faint foreeast and typeof our wan- 
derings hereafter ? of the unslumbering nature of 
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the soul ? of the everlasting progress which we are 
predoomed to make through the countless steps, 
and realms, and harmonies in the infinite creation ? 
Oh, often in my rovings have I dared to dream 
so, often have I soared on the wild wings of 
thought above the " smoke and stir'' of this dim 
earth, and wrought from the restlessness and 
visions of my mind, a chart of the glories and the 
wonders which the released spirit may hereafter 
visit and behold ! 

What a glad awakening from self,—- what a 
sparkling and fresh draught from a new source 
of being,— what a wheel within wheel, animating, 
impelling, arousing all the rest of this animal 
machine, is the first excitation of travel ! The first 
free escape from the bonds of the linked and tame 
life of cities and social vices, — ^the jaded pleasure 
and the hollow love, the monotonous round of 
sordid objects and dull desires, — the eternal chain 
that binds us to things and beings, mockeries of 
ourselves, — alike, but oh, how different! the 
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fihock that brings us nearer to men only to 
make us strive against them, and learn fi:x)m the 
harsh contest of veiled deceit and open force, that 
:the more we share the aims of others, the more 
.deeply and basely rooted we grow to the littleness 
of self. 

I passed more lingeringly through France than 
I did through the other portions of my route. I 
had dwelt long enough in the capital to be anxious 
to survey the country. It was then that the last 
scale which the magic of Louis Quatorze, and the 
memory of his gorgeous court had left upon the 
moral eye, fell ofP, and I saw the real essence of 
that monarches greatness and the true relics of his 
reign. I saw the poor, and the degraded^ and the 
racked, and the priest-ridden tillers and peoplers 
of the soil, which made the substance beneath the- 
glittering and false surface — ^the body of that vast 
empire, of which I had hitherto beheld only the 
face, and that darkly, and for the most part co- 
vered by a mask ! 

No man can look upon France, beautiful France, 
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her ridi soil, her temperate, yet niat.iirp^ daoe, 
the gdlaBt and bold ^irits which ahe pnoduoeB, 
her boundaries so indicated and prelected by aa- 
tiire itsdf, her advantages of ocean and land, o(f 
coianierce aEod agriculture, and not wonder that 
her prosperity should be so bloated, and her real 
atate so wretched attd diseased. 

Let England draw the moral, and beware not 
only of wars whic^ exhaust, but of govenunenta 
wMdi impoverish. A waste of ihe public wealih 
is the most lasting of public afflictions ; and ^ibe 
tFeaauiy which is drained by extravagance iBoat be 
refilled by crime/* 

I ^member one beautiful evening an accident 
to my carriage occasioned my sojourn fiW' a whde 
aftemocm in a small vfllage. The Cfir6 honoured 
me with a visk, and we strolled, after a sli^t re- 
past, into the ham^let. The priest was complaisant, 
t|iiiet in manner, and not ill informed, for his db- 
scure Btstion and scanty opportunities of know- 
ledge; he did not seem, however, to possess the 

* Tacitus. 
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vivacity of his couiitryBiea, but was rather mdan- 
choly afid pensive, not only in his expression of 
countenance, but his cast of thought. 

'^ You have a charmii^ scene here ; I almost 
feel as if it were a sin to leave it so soon.'*^ 

We were, indeed, in a jdeasant and alluring 
spot at the time I addressed diis observaticm to 
the good Cur^. A little rivulet emerged fixsm a 
copse to the left, and ran qparklii^ and dimplifig 
beneath our feet, to deck with a mcme living ver* 
dure the viUage green, which it intersected with 
a winding, nor umnelodious stream. W« had 
paused, and I was leaning against an did and aoli* 
tarjr chesnut-tree, which commanded the whole 
scene. The village was a little in the rear, and 
the smoke from its few chimnies, rose dowly and 
beauteously to the silent^md deep skies, not ^^oUy 
imlike the human wishes, which, though they 
qudng from the grossness and the fumes of earth, 
purify diemselves as they ascend to Heaven. And 
bom the village^ {whenodi^ sounds, which I sball 
note presently were for an instant still,) camlis the 
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whoop of children, mellowed by distance, into a 
confused, yet thrilling sound, which fell upon the 
heart like the voice of our gone childhood iti^elf. 
Before, in the far expanse, stretched a chain of 
hills on which the autumn sun sunk slowly, pour- 
ing its yellow beams over grbupes of peasantry, 
which, on the opposite side of the rivulet and at 
some interval from us, were scattered, partly over 
the green, and partly gathered beneath the shade 
of a little grove. The former were of the^oung, 
and those to whom youth^s sports are dear, and 
were dancing to the merry music, which (ever land 
anon blended with the laugh and the tone of a 
louder jest,) floated joyously on our ears. The 
fathers and matrons of the hamlet, were inhaling a 
more quiet joy beneath the trees, and I involunta- 
rily gave a tenderer interest to their converse, by 
supposing them to sanction to each other the rustic 
loves which they might survey among theirchildren. 
" Will not Monsieur draw nearer to the dancers,'' 
said the Cure ; " there is a plank thrown over the 
rivulet a little lower down ?'' 
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^* No !^ said I, ^* perhaps they are seen to bet- 
ter advantage where we are— -what mirth will 
bear too close an inspection ?^ 

"True, Sir,** remarked the priest, and he 
sighed. 

" Yet,'^ I resumed, musingly, and I spoke ra- 
ther to myself than to my companion, "yet, 
how happy do they seem ! what a revival of our 
Arcadian dreams^ are the flute and the danoe, 
the glossy trees all glowing in the autumn sunset, 
the green sod, and the murmuring rill, and the 
buoyant laugh startling the satyr in Ms leafy 
haunts ; and the rural loves which will grow 
sweeter stilly when the sun has set, and the twi- 
light has made the sigh more tender, and the 
blush of a mellower hue ! Ah, why is it only the 
revival of a dream? why must it he only an 
interval of labour and woe— the brief saturnalia 
of slaves — ^the green resting spot in a dreary and 
long road of travail and toil ?" 

" You are the first stranger I have met,'' said 
the Cure, " who seems to pierce beneath the thin 
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veil of our Oallic gaiety ; the first to whom the 
scene we now survey, is fraught with other feel- 
ings than a belief in the happiness of our peasantry, 
and an envy at its imaginedexuberance. But as it 
is not the happiest individuals, so I fear it is not 
the happiest nations, that are the gayest.^ 

I looked at the Gur6 with some surprise. ^< Your 
remark is deeper than the ordinary wisdom of 
your tribe, iny father,^ said I. 

^^ I have travelled over three parts of the globe,^^ 
answered the Curi ; ^ I was not always intended 
for what I am ;^ and the priest^s mild eyes flashed 
with a sudden light, that as suddenly died away. 
<^ Yes, I have travelled ov^ the greater part of 
the known world,^ he repeated, in a more quiet 
tone, <^ and I have noted, diat where a man has 
many comforts to guard, and many rights to 
defend, he necessarily shares the thought and the 
seriousness of those who feel the value of a trea- 
sure which they possess, and whose most earnest 
meditations are intent upon providing against its 
loss. I have noted too, that the joy produced by 
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a momeitary Buspense of labour, is naturally 
great, in proportion to the toil ; hence it is, that 
no Euix)pean -mirth is so wild as that c^ the In- 
dian slave, when a brief holiday releases him 
£rom his task. Alas ! that very mirth is the 
strongest evidence of the weight of the previous 
chains ; even as in ourselves we find the happiest 
mdm^it we enjoy is that immediately succeeding 
the cessation of deep sorrow to the mind, cor 
violent torture to the body/'* 

I was struck by this observation of the priest. 

^"^ I see now,^ said I, ^^ that as an Englishman, 
I have no reason to repine at the proverbial gravity 
of my coutitrymen, or to envy the lighter spirit 
of the sons of Italy and France.^ 

^< No,^ said the Giu*6, <^the happiest naticms are 
those in whose people you witness the least sen- 

* This reflection^ if true, may console us ibr the loss of those vil- 
lage dances and peasimt hoUdays lor which '^merzy Eng^d ^' waa 
once celebrated. The loss of them has been ascribed to the gloomy 
influence of the puritans ; but it has never occurred to ihe good 
poets who have so mourbed over that loss, that it is also to be ascribed 
to the Hbert^ which those puritans generalized^ if they did not in- 
troduce.— £d. 
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fiftb reverses from gaiety to dejection ; and that 
thought 9 which is the noblest characteristic of the 
isolated man, is also that of a people. Freemen 
are serious, they have objects at their heart, 
worthy to engross attention. It is reserved for 
slaves to indulge in groans at one moment and 
laughter at another.*" 

"At that rate,'' said I, "the best dgn for 
France will be, when the gaiety of her sons is no 
longer a just proverb, and the laughing lip is 
succeeded by the thoughtful brow." 

" That day will be the Hegira of our political 
happiness,'' said the Cur6.. 

And we remained silent for several minutes ; 
our conversation had shed a gloom over the light 
scene before us, and the voice of the flute no longer 
sounded musically on my ear. I proposed to the 
Cur6 to return to my auberge. As we walked 
slowly in that direction, I surveyed my companion 
more attentively than I had hitherto done. He was 
a model of masculine vigour and grace of form ; 
and had I not looked earnestly upon his cheek, 
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I should have thought him likely to outlive the 
very oaks around the hamlet church where he pre- 
sided. But the cheek was worn and hectic, ^and 
seemed to indicate that the keen fire which bums 
at the deep heart, unseen, but unslaking, would 
consume the mortal fuel, long before Time should 
even have commenced his gradual decay. 

^' You have travelled then much, Sir ?'' said I, 
and the tone of my voice was that of curiosity. 

The good Gur€ penetrate into my desire to 
hear something of his adventures; and few are 
the recluses who are not gratified by the interest 

■ 

of others, or who are imwillingto reward it by 
recalling those portions of life most cherished by 
themselves. Before we parted that night, he told 
me his little history. He had been educated for 
the army ; before he entered the profession he 
had seen the daughter of a neighbour-— loved her 
-^land the old story — she loved him again, and 
died before the love passed the ordeal of marriage. 
He had no longer a desire for glory, but he had 
for excitement. He sold hiis little property and 
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travelled, as he had said, f<ar nearly fourteeB 
years, equally over the polished lands of Europe, 
and the far climates, where Truth seems fSftble, 
and Fiction finds her own legends realized or ex- 
celled. 

He returned home, poor in, pocket, and wearied 
in spirit He became what I l>eheld him. '^ My 
lot is fixed now,^ said he, in conclusion ; *^ but 
I find there is all the difference betweai quiet and 
content ; my heart eats itsdf away here : it is the 
moth fretting the garment laid by, more than the 
storm or the fray would have worn iV 

I said something, common-place enough, about 
sK>litude, and the blessings of competence, and the 
country. The Car6 $4iook his head gently, but 
made no answer ; perhaps he did wisely in think-^ 
ing the feelings are ev^ beyond the reach of a 
stxmi^er's reasoning. We parted more ^ection<p 
ately tJian acquaintances of so short a date usually 
do ; and when I returned from Russia, I stoj^)Qd 
at the village on purpose to inquire after him. 
A few mofUhs had done the work : the moth had 



I 

already fretted away the human garment ; and I 
walked to his lowly and nameless grave, and felt 
that it contained the only quiet in which monotony 
is not blended with regret. 
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CHAPTER II. 



The Entraace into Petenbmglu-a Rencontre with an inquisitive 
and mysterious Stranger — Nothing like TraveL 



It was certainly like entering a new world when 
I had the frigid felicity of entering Russia. I 
expected to have found Petersburgh a wonderful 
city, and I was disappointed ; it was a wonderful 
beginning of a city, and that was all I ought to 
have expected. But never, I believe, was there 
a place which there was so much difficulty in 
arriving at : such winds— such climate— such po- 
lice arrangements— -arranged, too, by such fel- 
lows ! six feet 14gh, with nothing human about 
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them^ but their undeapness axid ferocity ! Sudi 
vexatious delays, difficulties, ordeals, through 
indiich it was necessary to pass, and to pass, too, 
with an air of the most perfect satisfactkxi and 
content. By the Lord ! one would have ima- 
gined, at all events, it must be an earthly para- 
dise, to be so arduous of access, instead of a 
Dutch-looking town, with coinfQrtless canals, and 
the most terrible climate in which a civilized 
creature was ever frozen to death. ^^ It is just the 
city a nation of bears would build, if bears ever 
became architects,^ said I k> myself, as I entered 
the northern capital, with my teeth chattering, 
and my limbs in a state of perfect insensibility. 
My vehicle stopped, at last, at a hotel to which 

V 

I had been directed. It was a circumstance, I 
believe peculiar to Petersburgh, that at the time 
I speak of , none of its streets had a name: and if 
one wanted to find out a house, one was forced to 
do so by (Hcal descripticxi. A pleasant thing it 
was, too, to atop in the middle of a street, to 
listen to such description at full- length, and 

VOL. III. c 
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find oneself rapidly becoming ice as the detail 
progressed. After I was lodged, thawed, and 
fed, I fell fast asleep, and slept for eighteen hours, 
without waking once ; to my mind, it was a miracle 
that I ever woke again. 

I then dressed myself, and taking my inter- 
preter, who was a Livonian, a great rascal, but 
clever, who washed twice a week, and did not 
wear a beard above eight inches long, I put myself 
into my carriage, and went to deliver my letters 
of introduction. I had one in particular to the 
Admiral Apraxin ; and it was with him that I 
was directed to confer, previous to seeking an 
intervicT^ with the Emperor. Accordingly I re- 
paired to his hotel, which was situated on a sort of 
quay, and was really, for Petersburgh, very magni- 
ficent. In this quarter then, or a little later, lived 
about thirty other ofiicers of the court. Gene- 
ral Jago3dnsky, General Cyemichoff, &c. ; and, 
appropriately enough, the most remarkable pub- 
lic building in the vicinity, is the great slaughter- 
house— *a fine specimen that of practical satire ! 
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On endeavouring to pass through the Admiral^s 
hall, I had the mortification of finding myself 
rejected by his domestics. As two men, in military 
attire, were instantly admitted, I thought this 
a little hard upon a man who had travelled so far 
to see his admiralship, and accordingly hinted 
my indignation to Mr. Muscotofsky, my inter- 
preter. 

^^ You are not so richly dressed as those gentle- 
men,^ said he. 

'^ That is the reason, is it ?^ 

<< If it so please St. Nicholas it is ; and beside 
those gentlemen have two men running before 
them, to cry * Clear the way !' '^ 

^^ I had better, then, dress myself better, and 
take two a/oant cotmersJ^ 

« If it so please St. Nicholas." 

Upon this I returned, robed myself in scarlet 
and gold, took a couple of lacquies, returned to 
Admiral Apraxin^s, and was admitted in an in- 
stant. Who would have thought these savages 
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80 like us ? Appearances, you see, produce reali- 
ties all over the world ! 

The Admiral, who was a very great man at 
court— -though he narrowly escaped Siberia, or 
the knout some time after — was civil enough to 
me ; but I soon saw that, favourite as he was with 
the Czar, that great man left but petty moves 
in the grand chess-board of politics to be played 
by any but himself ; and iny prd|>er plan in this 
court appeared evidently to be unlike thai pur- 
sued in most others, where it is better to win the 
favourite than ' the prince. Accordingly I lost no 
time in seeking an interview with the Czar him- 
self, and readily obtained an ai^xiintment to that 
effect. 

On the day before the interview took place, I 
amused myself with walking over the city, gazing 
upo^ its growing grandeur, and casting, in espe- 
cial, a wistful eye upon the fortress or citadel, 
which is situated in an island, ' surrounded by 
the city ; and upon the building of which more 
than one hundred thousand men are supposed to 
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have perished. So great a sacrifice does it re^ 
quire to conquer nature. 

While I was thus amusing myself, I observed 
a man in a ismall chaise with one horse pass ine 
twice, and look at me very earnestly. Like most 
of my countrjrmen, I do not love to be stared at : 
however, I thought it better in that unknown 
country to change my intended frown for a good<^ 
natured expression of countenance, and turned 
away» Asingidar sight now struck my attention, 
a couple of men with beards that would have 
hidden a cassowary, were walking slowly along 
in their curious long garments, and certainly, (I 
say it reverently) disgracing the semblance of 
humanity, when just as they came by a gate, 
two oth^ men of astonishing height, started 
forth, each armed with a pair of shears. Before 
a second was over, off went the beards of the two 
first passengers ; and before another second ex^ 
pired, off went the skirts of their garments too. 
I never saw excrescences so expeditiously lopped. 
The two operators, who preserved a profound si- 
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lence during this brief affair, then retired a little, 
and the mutilated wanderers pursued their way 
with an air of extreme discomfiture. 

" Nothing like travel certainly I'* said I un- 
consciously aloud. 

. << True !^ said a voice in English behind me. 
I turned, and saw the man who had noticed me 
so earnestly in the one horse chaise. He was a 
tall, robust man, dressed very plainly, and even 
shabbily, in a green uniform, with a narrow and 
tarnished gold lace ; and I judged him to be a 
foreigner, like myself, though his accent and pro- 
nunciation evidently shewed, that he was not a 
native of the country in whose language he ac- 
costed me. 

" It is very true,'' said he again ; " there is 
nothing like travel V^ 

*^ And travel," I rejoined, courteously, *^ in those 
places where travel seldom extends. I have only 
been six days at Petersburgh, and till I came 
hither, I knew nothing of the variety of human 
nature or the power of hiunan genius. But will 
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you allow me to ask the meaning of the very 
singular occurrence we have just witnessed ?'^ 

** Oh, nothing," rejoined the man, with a broad 
strong smile, ^^ nothing but an attempt to make 
men out of brutes. This custom of shaving is 
not, thank Heaven, much wanted now— HBome years 
ago, it was requisite to have several stations for 
barbers and tailors to perform their duties in. 
Now this is very seldom necessary : those gen- 
tlemen were especially marked out for the ope- 
ration. By ■ (and here the man swore a 
hearty English and somewhat seafaring oath, 
which a little astonished me in the streets of 
Petersburgh) I wish it were as easy to lop off all 
old customs ! that it were as easy to clip the 
heard of the mind, Sir ! Ha — ^ha !" 

^* But the Czar must have found a little diffi- 
culty in effecting even this outward amendment, 
and to say truth, I see so many beards about 
still, that I think the reform has been more 
partial than universal.'' 

^^ Ah, those are the beards of the common people. 
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the Czar leaves those for the present. Have you 
seen the docks yet?" 

^^ No : I am not sufficiently a sailor to take much 
interest in them."^ 

<< Humph! humph! you areasoldier, perhaps?"^ 

" I hope to be so, one day or other — I am not 
yet !^' 

" Not yet ! humph ! there are opportunities in 
plenty for those who wish it— what is your profes- 
sion then, and what do you know best ?^ 

I was certainly not charmed with the honest in- 
quisitiveness of the stranger. A man does not so 
much take offence at impertinent questions if he can 
answer them readily, but they are perfectly inex- 
cusable if he cannot. Now, that was just my case. 
Wise as the Count Devereux was, he would have 
found it no easy matt^ to say what he knew best. 
*' Sir,'' said I, therefore, " Sir, my profession is to 
answer no questions ; and what I know best is— -to 
hold my tongue J'* 

The stranger laughed out. " Well, well, that 
is what all Englishmai know best !'' said he ; ^< but 
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donH be offended — if you will come home with me 
I will give you a glass of brandy !^ 

<^ I am very much obliged for the offer, butbu*- 
siness obliges me to decline it — ^good morning, Sir.*" 

^^ Good morning !^^ answered the man, slightly 
moving his hat, in answer to my cmgL 

We separated, as I thought, but I was.mistaken« 
As ill-luck would have it, I lost my way in endea^ 
vouring to return home. While I was interrogat- 
ing a French artizan, who seemed in a prodigious 
hurry, as to my best route, up comes my inqui- 
sitive friend in green again, '< Ha ! you have lost 
your way— I can put you into it better than any 
man in Petersburgh !^^ 

I thought it right to accept the offer ; and we 
moved on, side by side. I now looked pretty at- 
tentively at my gentleman, I have said that he 
was tall and stout — he was also remarkably welU 
built, and had a kind of seaman'^s ease and freedom 
of gait and manner. His countenance was very pe^ 
culiar ; short, firm, and strongly marked ; a small, 
but thick mustachio, covered his upp^ lip— the 
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rest of his face was shaved* His mouth was wide, but 
closed, when silent, with that expression of iron re- 
solution which no feature but the mouth can convey. 
His eyes were large, well-opened, and rather stem ; 
and when, which was often in the course of conver- 
sation, he pushed back his hat from his forehead, 
the motion developed two strong deep wrinkles 
between the eye-brows, which might be indicative 
either of thought or of irascibility— -perhaps of 
both. He spoke quick, and with a little occasional 
embarrassment of voice, which, however, never 
communicated itself to his manner. He seemed, 
indeed, to have a perfect acquaintance with the 
mazes of the growing city ; and, every now and 
then, stopped to say when such a house was built — 
whither such a street was to lead, &c. As each of 
these details betrayed some great triumph over na- 
tural obstacles, and sometimes over national pre- 
judice, I couljd not help dropping a few enthusiastic 
expressions in praise of the genius of the Czar. 
The man'^s eyes sparkled as he heard them. 
" It is easy to see,'' said I, <^ that you sympa- 
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thize with me, and that the admiration of this great 
man is not confined to Englishmen. How little in 
comparison seem aU other monarchs: they ruin 
kingdoms — the Czar creates one. The whole his- 
tory of the world does not afford an instance of 
triumphs so vast— so important— so glorious as his 
have been. How his subjects should adore him !'^ 
*^ No," said the stranger, with an altered and 
thoughtful manner, ^^ it is not his subjects, but 
their posterity ^ that will appreciate his motives, 
and forgive him for wishing Russia to be an em- 
pire of MEN. The present generation may some- 
times be laughed, sometimes forced, out of their 
more barbarous habits and brute-like customs, but 
they cannot be reasoned out of them ; aqd they 
don't love the man who attempts to do it. Why, 
Sir, I question whether Ivan IV., who used to 
butcher the dogs between prayers for an occupation, 
and between meals for an appetite, I question 
whether his memory is not to the full as much 
loved as fhe living Czar. I know, at least, that 
whenever the latter attempts a reform, the good 
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Muscovites shrug up their shoulders, and mutter, 
< We did not do these things in the good old days 
of Ivan I V;*' 

^^ Ah ! the people of all naticms are wcxiderfully 
atti^hed to their ancient customs. I will tell you 
who seem to me to have be^i the greatest enemies 
we living men ever had— our ancestors !*" 

*^ Ha, ha !— true — good V^ cried the stranger ; 
and then, after a short pause, he said, in a tone of 
deep feeling which had not hitherto seemed at all 
a part of his character, *^ We should de that 
which is good to the human race, from some prin- 
ciple within, and should not therefore abate our 
efforts for the opposition, the rancour, or the 
ingratitude that we experience without. It will 
be enough reward for Peter I., if hereafter, when 
(in that circulation of knowledge throughout the 
world which I can compare to nothing better than 
the circulation of the blood in the human body) 
the glory of Russia shall rest, not upon the extent 
(^ her dominions, but that of her civilization — 
not upon the number of inhabitants, embruted 
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and besotted^ but the number of enlightened, of 
prosperous, and of free men ; it will be «[iough 
for him, if he be considered to have laid the first 
stone of that great change— if his labours be fairly 
weighed against the obstacles which opposed them 
—if, for his honest and unceasing endeavour to 
improve millions, he is not too severely judged 
for offences in a more limited circle — and if, in 
consideration of having fought the great battle 
against custom, circumstances^ and opposing 
nature, he be sometimes forgiven for not having 
invariably conquered himself.'' 

As the stranger broke off abruptly, I could not 
but feel a little impressed by his words and the 
energy with which they were spoken. We were 
now in sight of my lodging. I asked my guide to 
enter it; but the change in our conversation 
seemed to have unfitted him a little for my com- 
panionship. 

*^ No,'' said he, " I have business now ; we shall 
meet again ; what's your name ?" 

" Certainly," thought I, " no man ever scrupled 
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60 little to ask plain questions:^ however, I 
answered him truly and freely. 

" Devereux I'' said he, as if surprised : " Ha ! 
^-well — we shall meet again. Good day.^ 
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CHAPTER. III. 



The Czar — the Czarina— a Feast at a Russian Nobleman's* 

The next day I dressed myself in my richest 
attire; and according to my appointment, went 
vnth as much state as I could command to the 
Czar's palace (if an exceedingly humble abode can 
deserve so proud an appellation). Although my 
mission was private, I was a little surprised by 
the extreme simplicity and absence from pomp 
which the royal residence presented. I was 
ushered for a few moments into a paltry anti- 
chamber, in which were several models of ships, 
cannon, and houses ; two or three indifferent por- 
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traits— one of King WiUiam III., another of Lord 
Carmarthen. I was then at once admitted into 
the royal presence. 

There were only two persons in the room — one a 
female, the other a man ; no officers, no courtiers, 
no* attendants, none of the insignia nor the wit- 
nesses of majesty. The female was Catherine, 
the Czarina ; the man was the stranger I had met 
the day before — and Peter the Great. I was a 
little startled at the identity of the Czar with my 
inquisitive acquaintance. However, I put on as 
assured a countenance as I could. Indeed, I had 
spoken sufficiently well of the royal person to feel 
very little apprehension at having unconsciously 
paid so slight a respect to the royal dignity. 

^*Ho— ho!" cried the Czar, as I reverently 
approached him ; " I told you we should meet 
soon !^ and turning round, he presented me to her 
majesty. That extraordinary woman received me 
very graciously ; and though I had been a spec- 
tator of the most artificial and magnificent court 
in Europe, I must confess that I could detect 
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nothing in the Czarina's air calculated to betray 
her having been the servant of a Lutheran minister 
and the wife of a Swedish dragoon. Whether it 
was that greatness was natural to her> or whether 
(which was more probable) she was an instance of 
the truth of Suckling^s hacknied thought, in 
Brennoralt — ** Success is a rare paint-chides all 
the ugliness.'' 

While I was making my salutations, the Czarina 
rose very quietly , and presently, to my no small 
astonishment, brought me with her own hand, 
a tolerably large glass of raw brandy. There is 
nothing in the world I hate so much as brandy; 
however, I swallowed the potation as if it had been 
nectar, and made some fine speech about it, which 
the good Czarina did not seem perfectly to under- 
stand. I then, after a few preliminary observa- 
tions, entered upon my main business with the 
Czar. Her majesty sat at a little distance, but 
evidently listened very attentively to the convert 
sation. I could not but be struck with the sin- 
gularly bold and strong s^ise of my rpyal host. 
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There was no hope of deluding or misleading 
him by diplomatic subterfuge. The only way by 
which that wonderful man was ever misled, was 
through his passions. His reason conquered all 
errors but those of temperament. I turned the con- 
versation as artfully as I could upon Sweden and 
Charles XII. " Hatred to one power," thought 
I, " may produce love to another^ and if it does, 
the child will spring from a very vigorous parent." 
While I was on this subject, I observed a most 
fearful convulsion come over the face of the Czar — 
one so fearful, that I involuntarily looked away. 
Fortunate was it that I did so. Nothing ever 
enraged him more than being observed in those 
constitutional contortions of countenance to which 
from his youth he had been subjected. 

After I had conversed with the Czar as long as 
I thought decorum permitted, I rose to depart. 
He dismissed me very complaisantly. I re-entered 
my fine equipage, and took the best of my way 
home. 

Two or three days afterwards, the Czar ordered 
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me to be invited to a grand dinner at Apraxin^s. 
I went there, and soon found myself in conversa- 
tion with a droll little man, a Dutch minister, and 
a great favourite with the Czar. The admiral 
and Madame sa femme, before we sat down to 
eat, handed round to each of their company a 
glass of brandy on a plate. 

*' What an odious custom ^ whispered the 
little Dutch minister, smacking his lips, however, 
with an air of tolerable content* 

** Why,'' said I, prudently, " all countries have 
their customs. Some centuries ago, a French tra- 
veller thought it horrible in us Englishmen to eat 
raw oysters. But the English were in the right 
to eat oysters ; and perhaps, by and by, so nmch 
does civilization increase^ we shall think the 
Russians in the right to drink brandy. But 
really, (we had now sat down to the enter- 
tainment,) I am a^eeably surprised here. All 
the guests are dressed like my own countrymen ; 
a great decorum reigns around. If it were a little 
less cold, I might fancy myself in London or in 
Paris." 
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" Wait,^ quoth the little Dutchman, with hi« 
mouth full of jelly broth— ^^ wait till you hear 
them talk. What think you, now, that lady next 
me is saying ?^ 

^^ I cannot gue88-«4>ut she has the prettiest 
smile in the world; and there is something at 
once so kind and so respectful in her manner, that 
I should say, she was either asking some great 
favour, or returning thanks for one.^ 

" Right," cried the little minister, " I will in* 
terpret for you* She is saying to that old gen* 
tleman — ^ Sir, I am extremely grateful — (and 
may St. Nicholas bless you for it) — for your very 
great kindness in having, the day before yester- 
day, at your sumptuous entertainment, made me 
so deliciously— drunk !" 

*^You are witty. Monsieur,'' said I, smiling. 
** Si non e vera e ben trovatoy 

" By my soul, it is true," cried the Dutchman ; 
^' but, hush ! — see, they are going to cut up that 
great pie*" 

I turned my eyes to the centre of the table. 
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which was omamented with a huge pasty. Pre* 
sently it was cut open, and out— walked a hideous 
little dwarf. 
' *' Are they going to eat him ?^ said I. 

« Ha— ha r laughed the Dutchman. <^ No ! 
this i^ a fashion of the Czar^s, which the admiral 
thinks it good policy to follow. See, it tickles 
the hebete Russians. They are quite merry on 
it.'' 

*^ To be sure,'' said I ; " practical jokes are the 
only witticisms savages understand." 

"Ay, and if it were not for such jokes now 
and then, the Czar would be odious beyond mea* 
sure; but dwarf pies and mock processions make 
his subjects almost forgive him for having short- 
ened their clothes and clipped their beards." 

" The Czar is very fond of those mock proces* 
sions ?" 

" Fond !" and the little man sunk his voice 
into a whisper; "he is the sublimest bufiPoon 
that ever existed. I will tell you an instance: 
(do you like these Hungary wines, by the by ?) 
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On the 9th of last June, the Czar carried me and 
half-a-dozen more of the foreign ministers, to 
his pleasure-house (PeterhofP). Dinner as usual, 
all drunk with tokay, and finished by a quart of 
brandy each, from her majesty's own hand. Car- 
ried off to sleep, — some in the garden— some in 
the wood. — ^Woke at four, still in the clouds. 
Carried back to the pleasure house, found the 
Czar there, made us a low bow, and gave us a 
hatchet apiece, with orders to follow him. Off 
we trudged, rolling about like ships in the Zuyder 
Sea, entered a wood, and were immediately set 
to work at cutting a road in it. Nice work for us 
of- the C(yrp8 diplomatique ! And, by my soul. 
Sir, you see that I am by no means a thin man ! 
We had three hours of it— were carried back — 
made drunk again — sent to bed — woke in an hour 

— made dnmk a third time; and, because we 

.f 

c6z^9^t be waked again, left in peace till eight 
the m^t morning. Invited to court to breakfast 

>- 

— ^such head-aches we had — longed for coffee — 
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found nothing but brandy -—forced to drink— sick 
as dogs — sent to take an airing upon the most 
damnable little horses, not worth a guilder— no 
bridles nor saddles — bump — ^bump — ^bump we go 
— ^up and down before the Czar's window — he and 
the Czarina looking at us. I do assiure you I lost 
two stone by that ride — ^two stone, Sir ! — ^taken 
to dinner — drunk again, by the Lord — all bun- 
dled on tx)ard a torrenschute — devil of a storm 
came on — Czar took the rudder — Czarina on high 
benches in the cabin, which was full of water — 
waves beating — winds blowing — certain of being 
drowned — charming prospect ! — tossed about for 
seven hours — driven into the Port of Cronsflot. 
Czar leaves us, saying, ' Too much of a jest, eh, 
gentlemen !' All got ashore wet as dog-fishes, 
made a fire, stripped stark naked, (a Dutch am- 
bassador stark naked — think of it. Sir !) crept into 
some covers of sledges, and rose next morning 
with the ague — ^positive fact. Sir. Had the ague 
for two months. Saw the Czar in August — ^ A 
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eharming excursuHi to my pleasure houae,^ said his 
majesty— < we must make another party there 
soon.*" 

As my little Dutchman ddivered this petite 
historiette, he was by no means forgetful of the 
Hungary wines ; and as Bacchus and Venus have 
old affinity, he now began to grow eloquent on 
the women. 

" What think ypu of them yourself?'* said he, 

they have a rollmg look, eh !** 

They have so,** I answered, ** but they all 
have black teeth — ^what's the reason ?^ 

*^ They think it a beauty, and say white teeth 

V 

are the sign of a blackamoor .'^ 

Here the Dutchman was accosted by some one 
else, and there was a pause. Dinner at last 
ceased, the guests did not sit long after dinn^ , 
and for a very good reason : the brandy bowl is 
a great enforcer of a prostrate position. I 
had the satisfaction of seeing the company safely 
under the table. The Dutchman went first, and 
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havings dexterously manoeuvred an escape from 
utter oblivion for myself, I managed to find my 
way home, more edified than delighted by the cha- 
racter of a Russian entertainment. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Conversations with the Csar—if Cromwell was the greatest man 
(Caesar excepted) who ever rose to the Supreme Power^ Peter 
was the greatest man ever bom to it. 



It was singular enough, that my introduction to 
the noticeof Peter the Great, and Philip the Pebon- 
nair, should have taken place under circumstances 
so far similar, that both those illustrious person- 
ages, were playing the part rather of subjects 
than of princes. I cannot, however, concdve a 
greater mark of the contrast between their cha- 
racters, than the different motives and manners 
of the incognitos severally assumed. 
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Philip, in n sc^ne of low riot and debauch, 
hiding the Jupiter under the Silenus — ^wearing 
the mask only for the lic<entiousness it veiled, and 
foregoing the prerogative of power, solely for 
indulgence in the grossest immunities of vice. 

Peter, on the contrary, parting with the self- 

V 

ishness of state, in order to watch the more 
keenly over the interests of his people^— only omit- 
ting to preside in order to examine--r^nd affecting 
the subject only to learn the better, the duties 
of the prince. Had I leisure, I might here pause 
to point out a notable contrast, not between the 
czar and the regent, but between Peter the Great 
and Louis le Grand \ both creators of a new 
^ra,-^both associated with a vast change in the 
condition of two mighty empires. There ceases 
the likeness, and begins the contrast ; the blunt 
simplicity of Peter, the gorgeous magnificence of 
Lotlis ; the sternness of a legislator for barba- 
rians, the clemency of an idol of courtiers. One 
the victorious defender of his country — a victory 
)K>lid, durable, and just ; the other the conquer- 
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ing devastator of a neighbouring people^— a vic- 
tory, glittering, evanescent, and dishonourable 
The one, in peace, rejecting parade, pomp, indi- 
vidual honours, and transforming a wilderness 
into an empire : the other involved in ceremony, 
and throned on pomp ; and exhausting the pro- 
duce of millions to- pamper the bloated vanity of 
an individual. The one a fire that bums, without 
enlightening beyond a most narrow circle, and 
whose lustre is tracked by what it ruins, and fed 
by what it consumes : the other a luminary, 
whose light, not so dazzling in its rays, spreads 
over a world, and is noted, not for what it de- 
stroys, but for what it vivifies and creates. 

I cannot say that it was much to my credit 
that, while I thought the Regenf s condescension 
towards me natural enough, I was a little surprised 
by the favour shewn me by the Czar. At Paris, I 
had seemed to be the man of pleasure ; that alone 
was enough to charm Philip of Orleans. But at 
Russia, what could I seem in any way calculated 
to charm the Czar? I could ndth^ make shipi^ 
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nm* could sail them when they were made ; I 
neither knew^nor, what was worse, cared to know, 
the stem from the rudder. Mechanics were a 
mystery to me ; road-making was an incom- 
prehensible science. Brandy I could not en->> 
dure— «a blunt bearing and familiar manner I 
could not assume. What was it then that made 
dise Czar call upon me, at least twice a week, in 
private, shut himself up with me by th^ hour 
together, and endeavour to make me drunk with 
tokay, in order (as he very incautiously let out 
one night,) " to learn the secrets of my heart ?^' 
I thought, at first, that the nature of my mission 
was enough to solve the riddle : but we talked so 
little about it, that, with all my diplomatic vani- 
ties fresh about me, I could not help feeling 
I owed the honour I received, less to my qualities 
as a minister, than to those as an individual. 

At last, however, I found that the secret attrac- 
tion was what the Czar termed the philosophical 
channel into which our conferences flowed. I 
never saw a man so partial to moral problems and 
metaphysical inquiries, especially to those connected 
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with what ought to be the beginning or the end 
of all moral sciences — ^politics. Sometimes we 
would wander out in disguise^ and select some 
object from the customs, or thingsi around us, as 
the theme of reflection and discussion ; nor in these 
moments would the Czar ever allow me to yield 
to his r£tnk what I might not feel disposed to 
concede to his arguments. One day, I remember 
that he arrested me in the streets, and made me 
accompany him to look tipcm two men under- 
going the fearful punishment of the battaog i* one 
was a German, the other a Russian ; the former 
shrieked violently — struggled in the hands of hn 
punishers — and, with the utmost difficulty, was 
subjected to his penalty; the latter bore it pa- 
tiently, and in silence ; he only spoke once, and it 
was to say, " God bless the Czar !*" 

" Can your majesty hear the man,'' said I, 
warmly, when the Czar interpreted these words to 
me, " and not pardon him ?" 

Peter frowned, but I was not silenced. ** You 
don't know the Russians !'' said he, sharply, and 

* A terrible kind of flogging^ but less severe than the knout. 
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turned, aside. The punishment wa£( now over. 
^^ Ask the German,^ said the Czar to an officer^ 
** what was his offence ?** The Oerman, who was 
writhing and howling hombly, uttered some vio- 
lent words against the disgrace of the punishment, 
and the pettiness of his fault ; what the fault was 
I forget 

^' Now ask the Russian,'' said Peter. " My 
punishment was just !'' said the Russian, coolly, 
putting on his clothes as if nothing had happened ; 
** God and the Czar were angry with me P' 

" Come away, Count,'' said the Czar ; " and 
now solve me a problem. I know both those 
men ; and the German, in a battle, would be the 
bravest of the twa How comes it that he weeps 
and writhes like a girl, while the Russian bears 
the same pain without a murmur ?" 

" Will your majesty forgive me," said I, " but 
I cannot help wishing that the Russian had com- 
plained more bitterly ; insensibility to punishment 
is the sign of a brute, not a hero. Do you not 
see that the German felt the indignity, the Rus^ 
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siaa did not; aad do you not see that that very 
pride which betrttys agony under the disgrace of 
the battaog) is exactly the very feeling that would 
have produced courage in the glory of the battle. 
A sense of honour makes better soldi^*s and better 
men, than indifference to pain«^^ 

^^ But had I ordered the Russian to deaths he 
would have gone with the same apathy, and the 
same speech, ^ It is just ! I have offi^ided Ood 
and the Czar !' "" , 

^' Dare I observe, Sire, that that &ct would be 
a strong proof of the dangerous falsity of the old 
maxims, which extol indifference to death as a 
virtue. In some individuals it may be a sign of 
virtue, I allow; but as a national trait, it is the 
strongest sign of national misery. Look round 
the great globe. What coimtries are those wh^^ 
the inhabitants bear death with cheerfulness, or, 
at least, with apathy ? Are they the most dyi* 
lized--<^he most fnee^-rthe most prosperous ? Par- 
don me — no! They are the half-starved, half* 
dbthed, half-human, sons of the forest and the 
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waste; or, when gathered (in states, they are 
slaves without enjoyment or sense beyond the 
hour ; and the reason that they do not recoil from 
the pangs of death is because tliey have nev» known 
the real pleasures or the true objects of life." 

" Yet,'' said the Czar, musingly, " the contempt 
of death was the great characteristic of the 
Spartans.'' 

" And, therefore," said I, " the great token that 
the Spartans were a miserable hcNrde. Your ma- 
jesty admires JBngland and the English ; you have, 
beyond doubt, witnessed an execution in that 
<xnmtry ; you have noted, even where the criminal 
is consoled by religion, how he' trembles, and 
shrinks — ^how dejected— how prostrate of heart he 
is before the doom is completed. Take now the 
vilest slave, either of the Emperor of Morocco, or 
the great Czar of Russia. He changes neither 
tint nor muscle: he reqidres no consolation: he 
shrinks from no torture. What is the inference ? 
That slaves dread death less than the free. And 

D 3 
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it should be so. The end of legislation is not to 
make deaths but life^ a blessing. 

" You have put the matter in a new light,'' said 
the Czar ; ^' but you allow that, in individuals, 
contempt of death is sometimes a virtue.'' 

^^ Yes, when it springs from mental reasonings, 
not physical indifference. But your majesty has 
already put in action one vast spring of a system, 
which will ultimately open to your subjects so 
many paths of existence that they will preserve con- 
tempt for its proper objects, and not lavish it 
solely, as they do now, on the degradation which 
sullies life, and the axe that ends it. You have 
already begun the conquest of another and a most 
vital eitdr in the philosophy of the ancients ; that 
philosophy taught that man should have few 
wants^ and made it a cHme to increase, and a vir- 
tue to reduce them. A legislator should teach, on 
the contrary, that man should have many wants : 
for wants are not only the sources of enjoyment—* 
they are the sources of improvement ; and that 
nation will be the most enlightened among whose 
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populace they are found the most numerous* YoU) 
Sire, by circulating the arts, the graces, and the 
wisdoms, if I may so say, of life, create a vast 
herd of moral wants hitherto unknown, and in 
those wants will hereafter be found the prosperity 
of your people, the fountain of your resources, and 
the strength of your empire.^' 

In conversation on these topics we often passed 
hours together, and from such conferences the 
Czar passed only to those on other topics more 
immediately useful to him. No man, perhaps, 
had a larger share of the mere human frail- 
ties than Peter the Great; yet I do confess that 
when I saw the nobleness of mind, with which he 
flung aside his rank as a robe, and repaired from 
man to man, the humblest or the highest, the 
artizan or the prince, — ^the prosperity of his sub- 
jects his only object, and the acquisition of know- 
ledge his only means to obtain it, — I do confess 
that my mental sight refused even to perceive his 
frailties, and that I could almost have bent the 
knee in worship to a being whose benevolence was 
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ao pervading a spirit^ and whose power was so 
glorious a minister to utility. 

Towards the end of January I completed mj 
mission, and took my leave, of the court of Russia. 

'' Tell the Regent,"" said Peter, << that I shall 
visit him in France soon, and shall expect to see 
his drawings if I shew him my modek." 

lueiFect, the next month, (February 16) theCzar 
commenced his second course of travels. He was 
pleased to testify some regard for me on my de- 
parture. *^ If ever you quit the service of the 
Frendi court, and your own does not require you, 

1 implore you to come to me ; I will give you cof^ 
blanche as to the nature and appointments of your 
office."" 

I need not say that I expressed my gratitude 
for the royal condescensi(xi ; nor that, in leavii^ 
Russia, I brought, from the example of its sove- 
reign, a greater desire to be useful to mankind 
than I had known before. Pattern and teacher 
of kings, if each country, in each century, had 
produced one such ruler as you, either all man- 
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kind would now be contented with despotism, or all 
mankind would be free. Oh ! when kings have 
only to be good, to be kept for ever in our hearts 
and souls as the gods and benefactors of the earth, 
by what monstrous fatality have they been so 
blind to their fame? When we remember the 
millions, the generations, they can degrade, destroy, 
elevate or save, we might almost think (even if 
the other riddles of the present existence did not 
require a future existence to solve them,) we might 
almost think a hereafter necessary^ were it but 
for the sole purpose of requiting the virtues of 
princes, or their sins !* 

* Upon his death-bed, Peter is reported to have said, ''Qod, 
I dare trost, wiU look merdfiiUy upon my &ult8, in consideration of 
the good I have done my country.*' These are worthy to be the 
last words of a king ! Rarely has there been a monarch who more 
'required the forgiveness c^the Creator ; yet never has there been a 
human being who more deserved it. — Ed. 



62 DCVBBKVX. 



CHAPTER V. 



Return to PaiiB — Interview with Bolingbroke — ^A gallant Adven- 
ture— Affiiir with Dubois — Public Life is a Drama, in which pri- 
vate Vices generally play the part of the scene-shifters. 



It is a strange feeling we experience on entering 
a great city by night — a strange mixture of social 
and solitary impressions. I say by nighty because 
at that time we are most inclined to feel ; and the 
mind, less distracted than in the day, by external 
objects, dwells the more intensely upon its own 
hopes and thoughts, remembrances and associa- 
tions — and sheds over them, from that one feeling 
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which it cherishes the most, a blending and a 
meUpwing hue. 

It was at night that I re-entered Paris. I did 
not tarry long at my hotel, before (though it want- 
ed not long to midnight) I conveyed myself to 
Lord Bolingbroke's lodgings. Knowing his en- 
gagements at St. Germains, where the chevalier 
(who had but a very few weeks before returned to 
France, after the crude and unfortunate affair of 
1715) chiefly resided, I was not very sanguine in 
my hopes of fibiding him at Paris. I was, how- 
ever, agreeably surprised. His servant would 
have ushered me into his study, but I was willing 
to introduce myself. I withheld the servant, and 
entered the room alone. 

The door was a-jar, and Bolingbroke neither 
heard nor saw me. There was something in his 
Attitude and aspect which made me pause to sur- 
vey him, before I made myself known. He was 
dtting by a table covered with books. A large 
folio (it was the Casaubon edition of Polybius) 
was lying open before him. I recognised the work 
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at once— it was a favourite book with Bolingbioke, 
and we had often discussed the merits of its author. 
I smiled as I saw that that book, which has to 
statesmen so peculiar an attraction, made still the 
study from which the busy, restless, ardent and 
exalted spirit of the statesman before me drew its 
intellectual food. But at the moment in which I 
entered, his eye was absent from the page, and 
turned abstractedly in an c^posite though still 
downcast direction. His countenance was ex- 
tremely pale— his lips were tightly compressed, 
and an air of deep thought, mingled, as it seemed 
to me, with sadness— made the ruling expression 
of his lordly and noble features. *^ It is the tor- 
por of ambition after one of its storms,^ ^d I 
inly— and I approached, and laid my hand on his 
shoulder. 

After our mutual meetings, I said — " Have the 
dead so strong an attraction, that at this hoiu* they 
detain the courted and courtly Bolingbroke from 
the admiration and converse of the living.^ 
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The statesman looked at me earnestly—^* Have 
you heard the news of the day ?'* said he. 

" How is it possible ? I have but just arrived at 
Paris.'' 

" You do not know, then, that I have resigned 
my office under the chevalier l'" 

" Resigned your office ?^ 

«' Resigned isr a wrong woid— I received 
a dismissal. Immediately on his return the 
dievalier sent for me -— embraced me ~- de- 
sired me to prepare to follow him to Lor^ 
rsine; and three days afterwards came the Duke 
of Ormcmd to me, to ask me to deliver up 
the seals and papers. I piU the latte^r very 
carefully in a little letter case, and vaUa an 
end to the administration of hord Bcdingbroke. 
The Jacobites abuse me taribly— -their kitig 
accuses me of neglect, incapacity and treachery— 
and Fortune pulls down the fabric she had built 
for me, in order to pelt me with the stones r* 

• Letter to Sir W, Windham.— Ed. 
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*^ My dear, dear friend, I am indeed grieved 
for you ; but I am more incensed at the infatua- 
tion of the chevalier. Surely> surely he must 
already have seen his error, and solicited your 
returUk'* 

" Return !^ cried Bolingbroke, and his eyes 
flashed fire — ^* return !-^Hear what I said to the 
queen mother who came to me to attempt a re- 
conciliation: ^ Madam,^ said I, in a tone as calm 
as I could command, < if ever this hand draws 
the sword, or employs the pen, in behalf of that 
prince, may it rot !' Return ! not if my head were 
the price of refusal ! — Yet, Devereux,"— (and here 
Bolingbroke^s voice and manner changed — ^^ yet 
it is not at these tricks of fate that a wise man 
will repine. We do right to cultivate honours ; 
they are souices of gratification to ourselves: 
they are more— they are incentives to the conduct 
which works benefit to others ; but we do wrong 
to afflict ourselves at their loss. Nee querere net 
ipernere honores oportet. It is good to enjoy the 
blessings of fortune ; it is better to submit with- 
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out a pang to their loss. You remember, when 
you left mej I was preparing myself for thii 
stroke — believe me> I am now prepared i" 

And in truth Bolingbroke bore the ingratitude 
of the chevalier well. Soon afterwards he carried 
his long cherished wishes for retirement into efiect ; 
and fate, who delights in reversing her disk, leav- 
ing in darkness what she had just illumined, and 
illumining what she had hitherto left in obscurity 
and gloom, for a long interval separated us from 
each other, no less by his seclusion than by the 
publicity to which she condemned myself. 

Lord Bolingbroke's dismissal was not the only 
event affecting me that had occurred during my 
absence from France. Among the most active 
partizans of the chevalier, in the expedition of 
Lord Mar, had been Montreuil. So ^eat indeed had 
been either his services or the idea entertained of 
their value, that a reward of extraordinary amount 
was offered for his head. Hitherto he had escaped, 
and was supposed to be still in Scotland. 

But what affected me more nearly was the 
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condition of Oerald^s circumstances. On the 
Inreaking out of the rebellion, he had been sud- 
denly seized, and detained in prison ; and it was 
only upon the escape of the chevalier that he was 
rdeased ; nothing had, howerer, been apparently 
proved against him : and my absence from the 
head quarters of intelligence, left me in ignorance, 
both of the grounds of his imprisonment, and th« 
circumstances of his release. 

I heard, however, from Bolingbroke, who 
seemed to possess some of that information which 
the ecclesiastical intriguants of the day so curi- 
ously transmitted from court to court, and comer 
to comer, that Gerald had retired to Devereux 
Court, in great disgust at his confinement. How- 
ever, when I considered his bold character, his close 
intimacy with Montreuil, and the genius for in- 
trigue which that priest so emin^itly possessed, I 
was not much inclined to censure the government 
for unnecessary precaution in his confin^oaent. 

There was another circumstance connected with 
the rebellion which possessed for me m individual 
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and deep interest. A man of the name of Barnard 
had been executed in England for seditious and 
treasonable practices. I took especial pains to as^ 
certain every particular respecting him. I learned 
that he was young, of inconsiderable note, but 
esteemed clever ; and had, long previously to the 
death of the queen, been secretly employed by the 
friends of the chevalier. This circumstance occa^ 
sioned me much internal emotion, though there 
could be no doubt that the Barnard whom I had 
such cause to execrate, had only borrowed from 
this minion the disguise of his name. 

The Regent received me with all the graciousness 
and complaisance for which he was so remarkable. 
To say the truth, my mission had been extremely 
fortunate in its results ; the only cause in which 
the Regent was concerned, the interests of which 
Peter the Great appeared to disregard, was that of 
the chevalier : but I had been fully instructed on 
that head anterior to my legation. 

There appears very often to be a sort of moral 
fitness between the beginning and the end of cer* 
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tain alliances or acquaintances. This sentiment i^ 
not very clearly expressed. I am about to illustrate 
it by an important event iit my political life. 
During my absence Dubois had made rapid steps 
towards being a great man. He was daily grow- 
ing into power, and those courtiers who were 
neither too haughty nor too honest to bend the 
knee to so vicious yet able a minion, had already 
singled him out as a fit person to flatter and to 
rise by. For me, I neither sought nor avoided 
him ; but he was as civil towards me as his brusque 
temper permitted him to be towards most persons : 
and as our careers were not likely to cross one 
another, I thought I might reckon on his neu- 
trality, if not on his friendship. Change turned 
the scale against me. 

One day I received an anonymous letter, re- 
questing me to be, at such an hour, at a certain 
house in the Rue — -. It occurred to me as no 
improbable supposition that the appointment 
might relate to my individual circumstances, 
whether domestic or political, and I certainly had 



not at the moment any ideas of gallantry in my 
braini At the hour prescribed, I appeared at the 
place of assignation. My mind misgave me when 
I saw a female conduct me into a little chamber, 
hung with tapestry, descriptive of the loves of Mars 
and Venus. After I had cooled my heels in this 
apartment for about a quarter of an hour, in 
sailed a tall woman, of a complexion, almost 
Moorish, I bowed — the lady sighed. An iclair- 
cissement ensued— and I found that I had had the 
good fortune to be the object of a caprice, in the 
favourite mistress of the Abb6 Dubois. Nothing 
was farther from my wishes ! What a pity it is 
that one cannot always tell a woman one^s mind ! 

I attempted a flourish about friendship, honour, 
and the respect due to the amante of the most in- 
timate ami I had in the world, 

" Pooh r said the tawny Caljrpso, a little pet- 
tishly — " pooh ! one does not t«lk of those things 
liere.'' 

" Madam,'' said I, very energetically, " I im- 
plore you to refrain. Do not excite too severe a 
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contest between psssion and duty ! I feel that I 
must fly you — ^you are already too bewitching.'' 

And I rose. To speak frankly, I did not wish 
to risk making a powerful enemy, for the sake of 
a woman whom I thought particularly plain. Not 
altogether of my mind was the tall lady. A far* 
ther conversation ensued, in the midst of which, in 
rudies the femme de chambrey and announces, not 
Monsieur, the abb^, but Monseigneur, the regent. 
Of course (the old resort in such cases) I was 
thrust into a closet ; in marches his royal high- 
ness, and is received very cavalierly. It is quite 
astonishing to me what airs those women give 
themselves, when they have princes to manage ! 
However, my confinement was not long — ^the closet 
had another door — ^the femme de chambre slips 
round, opens it, and I congratulate mysdbf on my 
escape. 

When a Frenchwoman is piqued, she passes all 
understanding : for my part, I think those v^ 
tall women, especially with that sultry, moorish 
tinge in them, ar c Well, it's no matter. The 
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next day I am very quietly employed at breakfast, 
when my valet ushers in a masked personage^ and, 
behold my gentlewoman again! Human endu- 
rance will not go too far, and this was a case which 
required one to be in a passion one way or the 
other ; so I feigned anger, and talked with exceed- 
ing dignity about the predicament I had been 
placed in the day before. 

^^ Such must always be the case,'' said I, " when 
one is weak enough to form an attachment to a 
lady who encourages so many others !'' 

" For your sake,'' said the tender dame, ^' for 
your sake, then, I will discard them all !" 

There was something grand in this : it might 
have elicited a few strokes of pathos, when — never 
was there anything so strangely provoking — ^the 
Abbe Dubois himself was heard in my anti-room. 
I thought this chance, but it was more ; the good 
Abbe, I afterwards found, had traced cause for 
suspicion, and had come to pay me a visit of 
amatory police. I opened my dressing-room door, 
and thrust in the lady. " There," said I, " are 

VOL. III. E 
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the ba;ck-8tairs, and at the bottom of the back- 
stairs is a door.^ 

Would not any one have thought this hint 
enough ? By no means ; this very tall lady stooped 
to the littleness of listening, and instead of depart- 
ing, stationed herself by the keyhole. 

I never exactly learnt whether Dubois suspected 
the visit his mistress had paid me, or whether he 
merely surmised, from her spies or her escritoire, 
that she harboured an inclination towards me ; in 
either case his policy was natural, and like him- 
self. 

He sat himself down — ^talked of the Regent, of 
pleasure, of women, and, at last, of this very tall 
lady in question. 

"Za pauvre diablssse^ said he, contemptu- 
ously, " I had once compassion on her : I have 
repented it ever since. You have no idea what a 
terrible creature she is— has such a wen in her 
neck — quite a goitre. Mart diable r (and the 
Abb^ spat in his handkerchief.) ^^ I would sooner 
have a liais(m with the witch of Endor !^ 
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Not content with this, he went on in his usual 

« 

gross and displeasing manner to enumerate or to 
forge the various particulars of her personal 
charms, which he thought most likely to steel me 
against her attractions. * Thank Heaven, at least,^ 
thought I, ' that she has gone.^ 

Scarcely ha(i this pious gratulation flowed from 
my heart, before the door was burst open, and 
pale — trembling— eyes on fire — hands clenched — 
forth stalked the lady in question. A wond«ful 
proof how much sooner a woman would lose 
her character, than allow it; to be called not 
worth the losing. She entered ; and had all the 
furies of Hades lent her their tongues she could 
not have been more eloquent. It would have 
been a very pleasant scene, if one had not been a 
partner in it. The old Abbe, with his keen astute 
m^arked face, struggling between surprise, fear, 
the sense of the ridiculous, and the certainty of 
losing his mistress ; the lady— foaming at the 
mouth, and shaking her clenched hand most me- 
nacingly at her traducer — myself endeavouring 

£ 2 
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to pacify, and acting, as one does at such 
moments, mechanically — though one flatters 
oneself afterwards that one acted solely from 
wisdom. . 

But the Abb^^s mistress was by no means 
content with vindicating herself — she retaliated — 
and gave so minute a description of the Abbess 
own qualities and graces, coupled with so many 
pleasing illustrations, that in a very little time 
his coolness forsook him, and he grew in as great 
a rage as herself. At last she flew out of the 
room. The Abb6, trembling with passion, shook 
me most cordially by the hand, grinned from 
ear to ear, said it was a capital joke, wished me 
good by, as if he loved me better than his 
eyes, and left the house, my most irreconcileable 
and bitter foe ! 

How could it be otherwise? The rivalship 
the Abbe might have forgiven — such things hap- 

■ 

pened every day to him — ^but the having been 
made so egregiously ridiculous, the Abbe _ in 
common humanity of nature could not forgive ; 
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and the Abbess was a critical age for jesting 
on these matters, sixty or so. And then such 
unpalatable sarcasms on his appearance ! ^^ If s 
all over in that quarter,^ said I to myself, 
** but we may find another,^ and I drove out 
that very day to pay my respects to the Re- 
gent. 

What a pity it is that one's pride should ^ often 
be the bane of one's wisdom ! Ah ! that one 
could be as good a man of the world in practice, 
as one is in theory ! my master stroke of policy 
at that moment would evidently have been this : 
I should have gone to the Regent and made out 
a story a little similar to the real one, but with 
this difFer^ice/ all the ridicule of the situation 
should have fallen upon me, and the little Dubois 
should have been elevated on a pinnacle of res- 
pectable appearances. This, as the Regent told 
the Abb6 every thing, would have saved me. T 
saw the plan ; but was too proud to adopt it ; I 
followed another course in my game : I threw 
away the knave, and played with the king, i, e. 
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with the Regent. After a little preliminary cob- 
versation, I turned the conversation on the Abbe. 

" Ah, the 8c6Urat r said Philip, smiling, " 'tis 
a sad dog, but very clever and loves me ; he would 
be incomparable, if he were but decently honest.'' 

" At least," said I, " he is no hypocrite, and 
that is some praise.'' 

" Hem !" ejaculated the Due, very slowly, 
and then, after a pause, he said, ^^ Count, I have a 
real kindness for you, and I will therefore give 
you a piece of advice : think as well of Dubois 
as you can, and address him as if he were all you 
endeavoured to fancy him." 

After this hint, which in the mouth of any 
prince but Philip of Orleans would have been 
not a little remarkable for its want of dignity, 
my prospects did not seem much brighter : how- 
ever, I was not discouraged. 

" The Abbe," said I respectfully, " is a cho- 
leric man : one may displease him ; but dare I 
hope that so long as I preserve inviolate my zeal 



DEVEREUX. 79 

and my attachment to the interests^ and the per- 
son of your highness, no—'' 

The Regent interrupted me. " You mean no- 
body shall successfully misrepresent you to me. 
No, Count,'' (and here the Regent spoke with the 
earnestness and dignity, which, when he did assume, 
few wore with a nobler grace)— "no, Count, I 
make a distinction between those who minister to 
the state and those who minister to me. I consider 
your services too valuable to the former, to put 
them at the mercy of the latter. And now that 
the conversation has turned upon business, I wish 
to speak to you about this scheme of Gofrtx^ 

After a psolonged conference with the Regent 
upon matters of business, in which his deep pene- 
tration into human nature not a little surprised 
me, I went away, thoroughly satisfied with my 
visit. I should not have been so, had I added to 
my other accomplishments the gift of prophecy. 

About five days after this interview, I thought 
it would be but prudent to pay the Ahhk Duhois 
one of those visits of homage, which it was already 
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become policy to pay him. " If I go," thought I, 
^^ it will seem as if nothing had happened ; if I stay 
away, it will seem as if I attached importance to a 
scene I should appear to have forgotten/^ 

It so happened that the Abbe had a very unusual 
visitor that morning in the person of the austere, 
but admirable Due de St. Simon. There was a 
singular, and almost invariable distinction in the 
Regent^s mind, between one kind of regard and 
another. His regard for one order of persons al- 
ways arose either out of his vices or his indolence; 
his regard for another, out of his good qualities 
and his strong sense. The Due de St. Simon held 
the same place in the latter speciea of affection, 
that Dubois did in the former. The Due was just 
coming out of the Abb6^s closet as I entered the 
anti-room. He paused to speak to me, while 
Dubois, who hf|d followed the Due out, stopped for 
one moment and surveyed me with a look like a 
thunder cloud. I did not appear to notice it, but 
St. Simon did. 

<* That look," said he, as Dubois, beckoning to 
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a gentleman to accompany him to his closet, once 
more disappeared, ^^ that look bodes you no 
good, Count.**' 

Pride is an elevation, which is a spring-board 
at one time, and a stumbling-block at another. It 
was with me more often the stumbling-block than 
the spring-board. " Monseigneur le Due,'' said I, 
haughtily enough, and rather in too loud a tone 
considering the chamber was pretty full, « in no 
court to which Morton Devereux proffers his ser- 
vices, shall his fortune depend upon the looks of a 
low-bom insolent, or a profligate priest." 

St. Simon, who was both very bitter, and very 
fond of la haute naissancey smiled sardonically. 
^* Monsieur le Comte," said he, rather civilly, " I 
honour your sentiments, and I wish you success 
in the world, and a lower voice." 

I was going to say something by way of retort, 
for I was in a very bad humour, but I checked 
myself ; -«< I need not," thought I, " make two ene- 
mies, if I can help it." 

" I shall never," I replied gravely, " I shall 

E 3 
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never despair, so long as the Due de St. Simon 
lives, of winning by the same arts the favour of 
princes and the esteem of good men.'' 

The Due was flattered, and replied suitably, but 
he very soon afterwards went away. I was resolved 
that I would not go till I had fairly seen what 
sort of reception the Abbe would give me. I did 
not wait long — ^he came out of his closet, and stand- 
ing in his usual rude manner with his back to the 
fire-place, received the addresses and compliments 
of bis visitors. I was not in a hurry to. present 
myself, but I did so at last with a familiar, yet 
rather respectful air. Dubois looked at me from 
head to foot, and abruptly turning his back upon 
me, said with an oath, to a courtier who stood next 
to him, — " The plagues of Pharaoh are come 
again— oply instead of Egyptian frogs in our 
chambers, we have the still more troublesome 
guests — English adventurers !'' 

Somehow or other my compliments rarely tell ; 
I am lavish enough of them, but they generally 
have the air of sarcasms ; thank Heaven, however, 
no one can accuse me of ever wanting a rude 
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answer to a rude speech. ^^ Ha ! ha ! ha !^ said I 
now, in answer to Dubois, with, a courteous laugh, 
" you have an excellent wit, Abb6. A propos of 
adventures, I met a Monsi^ir St. Laurent, Pruici^ 
pal of the Institution of St. Michael, the other day, 
^. Count,^ said he, hearing I was going to Paris^ 
* you can do me an especial favoiu: !' — ^ What is 
it P'^said I. — ^ Why a cast off valet of mine is living 
at Paris — a terrible little scoundrel, who ran offl 
with an old coat of mine. I understand he gives 
himself great airs, and calls himself an Abbi, and 
a gentleman; but pray, if ever you meet him, 
give him a good horse-whipping on my account :— 
his name is William Dubois.' — ^ Depend upon it,' 
answered T to Monsieur St. Laiurent, ^ that if he is 
servant to any one not belonging to the royal 
family, I will fulfil your errand, and horsewhip 
him soundly ; if in the service of the royal family, 
why respect for his masters must oblige me to 
content myself with putting all persons on their 
guard against a little Irascal, who retmns, in all 
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situations, the manners of the apothecary^s son, 
and the roguery of the director'^s valet.* ^ 

All the time I was relating this charming little 
anecdote, it wpuld have been amusing to the last 
degree, to note the horrified countenances of. the 
surrounding gentlemen. Dubois was too con- 
founded, too aghast to interrupt me, and . I left 
the room before a single syllable was uttered. 
Had Dubois at that time been what he was 
afterwards, cardinal and prime minister, X should 
in aU probability have had permanent lodgings 
in the Bastile, in return for my story. £yen as 
it was, the Abbe was not so grateful as he ought 
to have been, for my taking so much pains to 
amuse him. Despite of my anger on leaving the 
favourite, I did not forget my prudence, and ac- 
cordingly I hastened to the prince. When the 
Regent admitted me, I flung myself on my knee, 
and told him, verbatim, all that had happened. 
The Regent, who seems to have had very little 
real liking for Dubois,* could not help laughing 

* On the death of Dubois, he wrote to the Count de Noc^, whom 
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when I ludicrously described to him the univer- 
sal consternation my anecdote had excited. 

" Courage, mon chef Comtek said he kindly, 
** you have nothmg to fear ; return home and 
count upon an embassy !^ 

I relied on the royal word, returned to my 
lodgings, and spent the evening with Chaulieu 
and Fontenelle. The next day the Due de 
St. Simon paid me a visit. After a little preli- 
minary conversation, h^ unburthened the secret 
with which he was charged. I was desired to 
leave Paris in forty-eight hours. 

^' Believe me,'^ said St. Simon, ^^ that this message 
was not entrusted to me by the Regent, without 
great reluctance. He sends you many condescend- 
ing and kind messages ; says, he shall always both 
esteem and like you, and hopes to see you again, 
some time or other, at the Palais Royal. More- 
over, he desires the message to be private, and 



he had banished for an indiscreet expression against the favourite^ 
uttered at one of the Regent's private suppers : ^^ With the beast dies 
the venom : I expect you to-night to supper at the Palais RoyaL" 
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has entrusted it to me in especial, because hearing 
that I had a kindness for you, and knowing I had 
a hatred for Dubois, he thought I should be the 
least unwelcome messenger of such disagreeable 
tidings. ^ To tell you the truth, St. Simon,^ said 
the Regent, laughing, * I only consent to have 
him banished, from a firm conviction, that if I 
do not, Dubois will take some opportunity of 
having him beheaded.** '' 

" Pray,'' said I, smiling with a tolerable good 
grace, "pray give my most grateful and humble 
thanks to his highness, for his very considerate 
\ and kind foresight. I could not have chosen 
better for myself than his highness has chosen 
for me : my only regret on quitting France is, at 
* leaving a prince so affable as Philip, and a cour- 
tier so virtuous as St. Simon/' 

Though the good Due went every year to the 
Abbey de la Trappe, for the purpose of morti- 
fying his sins and preserving his religion, in so 
impious an atmosphere as the Palais Royal, he 
was not above flattery ; and he expressed him* 
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self toirards me with particular kindness after 
my speech. 

At court, one becomes a sort of human ant 
bear, and learns to catch one^s prey by one^s 
tongue. 

After we had eased ourselves a little by abusing 
Dubois, the Due took his leave in order to allow- 
me time to prepare for my "journey,'' as he 
politely called it. Before he left, he however 
asked me whither my course would be bent ? I 
told him, that I should take my chance with the ^^ t 
Czar Peter, and see if his czarship thought the ^f\'- 
same esteem was due to the disgraced courtier, as . >^ 
to the favoured diplomatist. 

That night I received a letter from St. Simon, 
enclosing one addressed with all due form to the 
Czar. " You will consider the enclosed,'' wrote 
St. Simon, " a fresh proof of the Regent's kind- 
ness to you ; it is a most flattering testimonial in 
your favour, and cannot fail to make the Czar 
anxious to secure your services." 

I was not a little touched by this kindness, so 
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unusual in princes to theii" discarded courtiers^ and 
this entirely reconciled me to a change of scene, 
which, indeed, under any other circumstances, my 
somewhat morbid love for action and variety would 
have induced me rather to relish than dislike. 

Within thirty-six hours from the time of dismis- 
sal, I had turned my back upon the French capital, 
and was moralizing most sagely on the observation 
I made as a preface to this narrative of the causes 
of my departure, viz. "thai there appears very 
often to be a sort of moral fitness between the be- 
ginning and end of certain alliances, or acquain- 

• tances.'' It was indeed meet that the royal favour 
towards me, that had commenced in a maisan de 

, dkhauche^ should be terminated by a, file de joie. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



A long Interval of Ye^ra — a Change of Mind and its Cau :«. 



The last accounts received of the Czar, had re- 
ported him to be at Dantzic. He had, however, 
quitted that place when I arrived there. I lost no 
time in following him, and presented myself to his 
majesty one day after his dinner, when he was sit- 
ting with one leg in the Czarina^s lap, and a bottle 
of the best eau de vie before him. I had chosen 
my time well ; he received me most graciously, 
read my letter from the Regent — about which, re- 
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membering the fate of Bellerophon, I had had cer- 
tain apprehensions, but which proved to be, in the 
highest degree, complimentary — and then declared 
himself extremely happy to see me again. How- 
ever parsimonious Peter generally was towards fo- 
reigners, I never had ground for personal complamt 
on that score. The very next day I was appointed 
to a post of honour and profit about the royal per- 
son ; from this I was transferred to a military 
station, in which I rose with great rapidity ; and I 
was only occasionally called from my warlike 
duties, to be entrusted with diplomatic missions of 
the highest confidence and importance. 

It is this portion of my life— a portion of nine 
years, to the time of the Gzar'^s death — ^that I shall, 
in this history, the most concentrate and condaise. 
In truth, were I to dwell upon it at length, I should 
make little more than a mere record of political 
events — difiFering, in some respects, it is true, fix>m 
the received histories of the time, but containing 
nothing to compensate, in utility, for the want of 
interest. That this was the exact age for adven- 
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turers, Alberoni and Dubois are suflBcient proofs. 
Never was there a more stirring, active, restless 
period — ^never one in which the genius of intrigue 
was so pervadingly at work. I was not less fortu- 
nate than my brethren. Although scarcely four 
and twenty when I entered the Czar's service, my 
habits of intimacy with men much older — ^my cus- 
tomary gravity, reserve, and thought— my freedom, 
since Isora's death, from youthful levity or excess 
— ^my early entrance into the world — and a coun- 
tenance prematurely marked with the lines of re- 
flection, and sobered by its hue — made me appear 
considerably older than I was. I kept my own 
counsel, and afiPected to be so ; youth is a great 
enemy to one's success ; and more esteem is often 
bestowed upon a wrinkled brow than a plodding 
brain. 

All the private intelligence, which, during this 
space of time, I had received from England, was 
far from voluminous. My mother still enjoyed the 
quiet of her religious retreat. A fire, arising from 
the negligence of a servant, had consumed nearly 
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the whole of Devereux Court (the fine old house ! 
till that went, I thought even England held one 
friend). Upon this accident, Gerald had gone to 
London ; and though there was now no doubt of his 
having been concerned in the Rebellion of I7IS9 be 
had been favourably received at court, and was 
already renowned throughout London for his plea- 
sures, his excesses, and his munificent profusion. 

Montreuil, whose lot seemed to be always to lose, 
by intrigue, what he gained by the real solidity of 
his genius, had embarked very largely in the rash 

but gigantic schemes of Gortz and Alberoni; 
schemes which, had they succeeded, would not only 
have placed a new king upon the English throne, 
but wrought an utter change over the whole face of 
Europe. With Alberoni and with Gortz fell Mon- 
treuil. He was banished France and Spain ; the 
penalty of death awaited him in Britain ; and he 
was supposed to have thrown himself into some con- 
vent in Italy, where his name and his character 
were unknown. In this brief intelligence was con- 
densed all my information of the actors in my first 
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scenes of life. I return to that scene on which I 
had now entered. 

At the age of thirty-three, I had acquired a 
reputation sufficient to content my ambition — my 
fortune was larger than my wants — I was a fa- 
vourite in courts — I had been successful in camps 
—I had already obtained all that would have re- 
warded the whole lives of many men superior to 
myself in merit — ^more ardent than myself in de- 
sires. I was still young — ^my appearance, though 
greatly altered, manhood had rather improved 
"than impaired. I had not forestalled my constitu- 
tion by excesses, nor worn dry the sources of enjoy- 
ment by too large a demand upon their capacities ; 
why was it then at that golden age— in the very 
prime and glory of manhood — ^in the very zenith 
and summer of success — ^that a deep, dark, pervad- 
ing melancholy fell upon me P A melancholy so 
gloomy, that it seemed to me as a thick and im- 
penetrable curtain drawn gradually between myself 
and the blessed light of human enjoyments. A 
torpor crept upon me — an indolent, heavy, cling- 
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ing languor, gathered over my whole frame — the 
physical and the mental : I sat for hours without 
booky paper, object, thought, gazing on vacancy — 
stirring not — feeling not — ^yes, feeling, but feel- 
ing only one sensation, a sick, sad, drooping de- 
spondency — a sinking in of the heart — a sort of 
gnawing within, as if something living were twisted 
round my vitals, and finding no other food, preyed, 
though with a sickly and dull maw, upon them. 
This disease came upon me slowly : it was not till 
the beginning of a second year from its obvious and 
palpable commencement, that it grew to the height 
that I have described. It began with a distaste to 
all that I had been accustomed to enjoy or to pur- 
sue. Music, which I had always passionately loved, 
though from some defect in the organs of hearing, 
I was incapable of attaining the smallest knowledge 
of the science, music lost all its diviner spells, all 
its properties of creating a new existence, a life of 
dreaming and vague luxuries, within the mind— it 
became only a monotonous sound, less grateful to 
the languor of my faculties, than an utter and dead 
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Stillness. I had never been what is generally 
termed a boon companion, but I had had the 
social vanities, if not the social tastes: I had insen- 
sibly loved the board which echoed with applause 
at my sallies, and the comrades who, while they 
deprecated my satire, had been complaisant enough, 
to hail it as wit. One of my weaknesses is a love 
of shew, and I had gratified a feeling not the less 
cherished because it arose from a petty soiurce, in 
obtaining for my equipages, my mansion, my 
banquets, the celebrity which is given no less 
to magnificence than to fame; now I grew 
indifferent alike to the signs of pomp, and to the 
baubles of taste— praise fell upon a listless ear, and 
(rare pitch of satiety !) the pleasures that are the 
offspring of our foibles^ delighted me no more. I 
had early learned from Bolingbroke a love for the 
converse of men, eminent, whether for wisdom or 
for wit ; the graceful badinage, or the keen cri- 
tique — the sparkling flight of the winged words 
which circled and rebounded from lip to lip, or 
the. deep speculation upon the mysterious and un- 
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ravelled wonders of man, of nature, and the world 
— the light maxim upon manners, or the sage in- 
quiry into the mines of learning ; all and each 
had possessed a link to bind my temper and my 
tastes to the graces and fascination of social life. 
Now a new spirit entered within me : the smile 
faded from my lip, and the jest departed from my 
tongue ; memory seemed no less treacherous than 
fancy, and deserted me the instant I attempted to 
enter into those contests of knowledge in which I 
had been not undistinguished before. I grew con- 
fused and embarrassed in speedi— my words ex- 
pressed a sense utterly difiPerent to that which I had 
intended to convey, and at last as my apathy in- 
creased, I sat at my own board, silent and lifeless, 
freezing into ice the very powers and streams of 
converse which I had once been the foremost to 
circulate and to warm. 

At the time I refer to, I was minister at one pf 
the small continental courts, where life is a round 
of unmeaning etiquette, . and wearisome ceremo- 
nials, a daily labour of trifles— « ceaseless pagean- 
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try of nothings — I had been sent there upon one 
important event, the business resulting from it had 
soon ceased, and aU the duties that, remained for me 
to discharge were of a negative and passive nature. 
Nothing that could arouse-* nothing that could 
occupy faculties that had for years been so per- 
petually wound up to a restless excitation, was left 

* 

for me in this terrible reservoir of ennui. I had 
come thither at once from the skirmishing and 
wild warfare of a Tartar foe^; a war in which, 
though the glory was obscure, the a^on was per- 
petual and exciting. I had come thither, and the 
diiange was as if I had passed from a mountain 
stream to a stagnant pool. 

Society at this court reminded me of a state 
funeral, every thing was pompous and lugubrious, 
even to the drapery-— even to the feathers — ^in 
other scenes consecrated to associations of levity or 
of grace ; the hourly pageant swept on sloyr, tedi- 
ous, mournful, and the object of the attendants 
was only to entomb the Pleasure which they 
affected to celebrate. What a change for the 

VOL. III. F 
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wUd, the strange, the novd, the intriguing, the 
varying life, which, whether in courts or camps, I 
had hitherto led. The internal change that came 
over myself, is scarcely to be wondered at ; the 
winds stood still, and the straw they had blown 
from quarter to quarter, whether in anger or in 
sport, began to moulder upon the spot where they 
had left it. 

From this cessation of the aims, hopes, and 
thoughts of life, I was awakened by the spread* 
ing, as it were, of another disease— 4he dead, dull, 
aching pain at my heart, was succeeded by one acute 
and intense ; the absence of thought gave way to 
one thought more terrible — more dark-— inore de- 
spairing than any which had haimted me since 
the first year of Isora^s death ; and from a numbness 
and pause, as it were, of existence, existence be- 
came too keen and intolerable a sense. I will 
enter into an explanation. 

At the Court of -^-' , there was an Italian, 

not uncelebrated for his wisdom, nor unbdoved 
for an innocence and integrity of life, rarely indeed 
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to be met witii among his countrymen. The 
acquaintance oi this man, who was about ££ty 
years of age, and who was devoted, almost exelu^ 
sively, to the pursuit of philosophical science^ I 
had sedulously cultivated. His conversation pleased 
me: his wisdom improved me; and his benevo-> 
lence, which reiiiinded me of the traits of La 
Fontaine, it was so infantine, made me incline to 
love him. Upon the growth of the fearful malady 
of mind which seized me, I had discontinued my 
vi^ts and my invitations to the Italian; and 
Bezoni (so was he called) felt a little offended by 
my neglect. As soon, however, as he discovered 
my state of mind, the good man^s resentmait left 
him. He forced himself upon my solitude, and 
would sit by me whole evenings — sometimes with- 
out exchanging a word — sometimes with vain 
attempts to interest, to arouse, or to amuse me. 

At last, one evening, it was the sera of a fearful 
suffering to me, our conversation turned upon 
those subjects which are at once the most impor*- 
tant, and the most rarely discussed. We spoke 

F 2 

f'V ' /^ fT--- fm' 



». ' 



■» Sw 



100 PEYEBTCUX. 

oireUgum. We first talked upon the theology 
ol revealed religion. As Bezoni warmed into 
candour, I perceived that his doctrines difPered 
from my own, and that he inly disbelieved that 
divine creed which Christians profess to adore. 
From a dispute on the ground of faith, we qime 
to one. upon the more debateable ground of reason. 
We turned from the subject of revealed, to that 
of natural religion; and we entered long and 
earnestly into that grandest of all earthly specpla- 
tions— the metaphysical proofs of the inunortality 
of, the soul. Again the sentiments of Bezoni 
were opposed to mine. He was a believer in the 
dark doctrine which teaches, that man is dust, 
and that all things are forgotten in the grave. 
He expressed his opinions with a clearness and 
precision the more impressive, because totally 
devoid of cavil and of jhetoric. I listened in 
silence, but with a deep and most chilling dismay. 
Even now I think I see the man as he sat before 
me, the light of the lamp falling on his high 
forehead and dark features ; even now I think 
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I hear his calm, low voice — the silver voice of his 
country — stealing to my heart, and withering the' 
bidy pure and unsullied hope which I yet cherished 
there. ' 

Bezoni left me, unconscious of the anguish he 
bequeathed me, to think over all he had said. I 
did not sleep, nor even retire to bed. I laid my 
head upon my hands, and surrendered myself to 
turbulent, yet intense reflection. Every man who 
has lived much in the world, and conversed with 
its various tribes, has, I fear, met with many 
who, on this momentous subject, profess the same 
tenets as Bezoni. But he was the first person I 
had met of that sect, who had evidently thought 
long aiid deeply upon the creed he had embraced. 
He was not a voluptuary, ; nor a boaster, nor a 
wit. ^ He had not been misled by the delusions 
either of vanity or of the senses. He was a n^an, 
pure, innocent, modest, full of all tender charities, 
and meek dispositions towards mankind; it was 
evidently his^ interest to believe in a future state: 
he could have had nothing to fear fromi it. Not 
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a single pasflion did he dierish which the laws of 
another world would have condemned. Add to 
this, what I have observed before, that he was not 
a man fond of the display of intellect, or one that 
brought to the discussions of wisdom, the artillery 
of wit. He was grave, humble, and self-diffident, 
beyond all beings. I would have given a king- 
dom! to have f6und something in the advocate by 
which I could have cmdemned the cause : I could 
not, and I was wretched. 

I spent the whole of the next week among my 
books. I ransacked whatever in my scanty 
library the theologians had writteaa, or the philo- 
sophers had bequeathed upon that mighty seoci 
I arranged their arguments in my mind. I armed 
myself with their weapons. I felt my heart spring 
joyously within mte as I felt the strength I had 
acquired, and I sent to the philosopher to visit 
me, that I might conquer and confute him. He 
came: but he spoke with pain and reluctance. 
He saw that I had taken the matter far more 
deeply to heart dian he could have supposed it 
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possible in a courtier, and a man of fortune and 
the world. Little did he know of me or my 
secret souL I broke down his reserve at last. I 
unrolled my argumiaiits. I answered his, and we 
^pent the whol^ night in controversy. He left me, 
ajid I was jaaore bewildered than ever. 

To speak truth, he had devoted years to the 
subject: I had devoted (mly a we<ek. He had 
come to his conclusions step by st^; he had 
IP€i(ohed the great^ ultimatum with slowness, with 
jpare, andibe Gqnf6ssed,,¥dth a3;iguish and with re- 
Uiotance. What a match was I, who brought 
« ha^y t^npeT) and a limited reflection, on that 
^lubject, to a reasoner. like thi&? His candour 
9taggered and chilled me even more than his 
lo^c. Arguments that occurred not to me upon 
my side of the questicn^ he stated at laagth, and 
with force ; I heard, and till he replied to them 
I deaooed they were unanswerable^-the reply 
^ame, and I bad no counterword. A meeting of 
thia nature was often repeated ; and when he left 
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me, tears crept into my wild eyes, and niy heart 
melted within me^ and I wept ! 

I must now enter more precisely than I have 
yet done into my state of mind upon religious 
matters at the time this dispute with the Italian 
occurred. To speak candidly, I had been far less 
shocked with his opposition to me upon matters of 
doctrinal faith, thah with that upon matters of 
abstract reasoning. Bred a Catholic, though 
pride, consistency, custom, madie me externally 
adhere to my sect, I inly perceived its errors, 
and smiled at its superstitions. And in the busy 
world, where so little but pres<ait objects, or 
hufnan anticipations of the future, engross the 
attention, I had never given the subject that con- 
sideration, which would have (as it has since) 
enabled me to separate the dogmas of the priest 
from the precepts of the Saviour, and thus con- 
firmed my belief as the Christian, by the very 
means which would have loosened it as the Secta- 
rian. So that at the time Bezoni knew me, a 
certain indifferaice to— perhaps arising from an 
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ignorance of— doctrinal points, rendered me little 
hurt by arguments against opinions which I em- 
braced indeed, but with a lukewarm and im- 
perfect affection. But it was far otherwise upon 
abstract points of reasoning, far otherwise, when the 
l^ope of surviving this frail and most unhallowed 
being was to be destroyed. I might have been 
indifferent to cavil upon wh(U was the word of 
God, but never to question of the justice of God 
himself. In the whole world, there was not a 
more ardent believer in our imperishable nature, 
nor one more deeply int^ested in the belief. 
Do not let it be supposed that because I have 
not often recurred to Is(»:a^s death, [or because I 
have continued my history in a jesting and light 
tone,] that that event ever passed from the memory 
which it had turned to bitterness and gall. 
Never, in the mazes of intrigue, in the festivals 
of pleasure, in the tumults of ambition, in the 
Uaze of a licentious court, or by the rude tents 
of a barbarous host, — nevqr, my buried love, 
had I forgotten thee ! That remembrance, ha4 
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no other cause existed, would have led me to 
€k>d. fivery night, in whatever toils or objects, 
whatever failures or triumphs the day had been 
consumed,— every night, before I laid my head 
upon my widowed and lonely pillow, I had 
knelt down, and lifted my heart to Heaven^ 
blending the hopes of that heaven with the 
memory and the vision of Isbra. Prayer had 
i^med to me a commune not only with the 
living Otodj but with the dead by whom His 
dwelling is surrounded. Pleasant and soft was it 
to turn to one thought, to which all the holiest 
portions of my nature clung, betweai the 
wearying acts of this hard aiid harsh drama of 
existence. Even the bitterness of Isora'^s eariy 
and unavenged death passed away, when I 
thought of the heaven to which she was gone, and 
in which, though I journeyed now through sin and 
travail, and recked little if the paths of others 
differed from my own,! yet trusted, with a solemn 
trust, that I should meet her at last. There ^as 
I to requite her woes — ^there was I to rewaid 



her devotion — ^there was I to merit her with 
a love as undying, and at length as pure 
as her own. It was this that at the stated hour 
in which, after my prayer to God for oar re* 
luiim, I surri»>dered my spirit to the bright and 
wild visions of her far, but not impcLas^ible home, 
—it was this, which for that single hour made all 
anound me a paradise of ddighted thcMights ! It 
was not the little ^urth^nor the cold sky, nor the 
cfaan^g wave, nor the perishable turf-^o, nor 
the d^ad wall, and. the narrow c^iamber which 
were round me then 1 No dreamer ever was so 
far from the localities of flesh and life, as I was 
in that enchanted h<mr : a light seeitaed to s^tle 
upon all tilings round me ; her voice murmured 
on my ear, her kisses melted on my brow ; I 
shut my eyes, and I fancied that I beheld her ! 

Wherefore was this comfort? — ^whence came 
the spdl which admitted me to this fairyland? 
M^liat was the source of the hope, and the 
rapture, and the delusion? Was it not the 
deep certainty that Isora yet eadstedf that her 
spirit, her nature, her love were preserved, were 
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inviolate, were the same? That they watched 
oyer me yet, that she knew that in that hour I 
was with her — that Ae felt my prayer — ^that eveii 
then she anticipated the moment whoi my soul 
should burst the human prison-house, and be once 
more blended with her own ? 

MHiat ! and was this to be no more ? — ^were 
those mystic and sweet revealings to be mute to me 
for ever ? Were my thoughts of Isora to be hence- 
forth bounded to the chamel house and the worm ? 
—was she, indeed, no more f No more — O, intole- 
rable despair ! — MHby, there was not a thing I had 
once known, not a dog that I had caressed, not a 
book that I had read, which I could know that I 
should see no mofte^ and, knowing, not feel some- 
thing of regret. No more ! were we, indeed, parted 
for ever and for ever ? Had she ^ne in her young 
years, with her warm affections, her new hopes, 
all green and unwithered at her heart, at once into 
dust, stiUness, ice ? And had I known her only 
for one year, (xie little year, to see her torn from 
me by a violent and bloody deHth, and to be left 



BXVEBEUX. 109 

a mourner in this vast and eternal chamel, with- 
out a solitary consolation or a gleam of hope ? 
Was tiie earth to be h^neefordi a mere mass con- 
jured from the bones, and fattened by the clay of 
our dead sires?— were the stars and the moon to be 
mere atoms and specks of a chill light, no longer 
worlds, which the ardent spirit might hereafter 
reach, and be fitted to enjoy ? Was the heaven, the 
tender, blue,, loving heaven, in whose far regions 
I had dreamt was Isora^s home, and had, there- 
fore, grown better and happier when I gazed upon 
it, to be nothing but cloud and air? And had 
the love, which had seemed so immortal, and so 
springing from that which had not blent itself with 
mortality, been but a gross lamp fed only by the 
properties of a brute nature, and placed in a dark 
c^ of clay, to glimmer, to burn, and to expire 
with the frail walls which it had illumined ? Dust, 
death, worms,-— were these all our heritage, all 
the heritage of love and hope, of thought, of pas- 
8i(Hi, of all that breathed, and kindled, and exalted, 
and created within ? 
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Gould I ocmtemplate ttuB idea, could I bdieve 
it possible ? / could nai. But against the ab- 
stract, the logical arguments for that idea*-had 
I a reply? I shudder as I write that at tkat 
time I had not ! I endeavoured to fix my whole 
thou^ts to the study of those subtle reasonings 
which I had hitherto so imperfectly conned ; but 
my mind was jarring, irresolute, bewildered, con- 
fused, my stake seemed too vast to allow me cool- 
ness for the game. 

Whoever has had cause for some refined and 
de^ study in the midst of the noisy and loud 
world, may periiaps readily comprehaod that feel- 
ing whidi now possessed me, a feding that it was 
utterly impossible to abstract and concentrate one's 
thoughts, while at the mercy of every intruder, 
and fevered and fretful by every disturbance. 
Mai, early and long accustomed to mingle such 
reflections with the avocations of courts and cities, 
have grown callous to these int«Tupti<His, and it 
has been in the very heart of the multitude, that 
the profoundest speculations have been cherished 
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and produced ; but I wagnot of this mould. The 
world which before had been distasteful, now grew 
insufferable; I longed for some sedusion, some 
utter scditude, some quiet and unpenetrated nook, 
that I might give my undivided mind to the kn€»w* 
ledge of these things, and biuld the tower a£ divine 
reasonings by which I might ascend to Heaven. 
It was at this tune, and in the.midst of my fiereest 
internal conlBict, that the great Czar died, and I 
was suddenly recalled to Russia. *' Now,^^ I iiaid, 
when I heard of my release, << now shall my wkdies 
be fulfiUed.^ 

I sent to Bezoni. He came, but he refused, as 
indeed he had for some time dc«ie, to speldc to me 
further upon the question which so wildly en- 
grossed me. ^< I forgive you,'^ said I, when we 
parted, <^ I forgive you for all that you have cost 
me ; I feel that the moment is now at hand when 
my faith shall frameaweapon wherewith to triumph 
over yours i^ 

Father in Heaven ! thanks be to thee, that my 
words were true ! tlnnks b6 to thee that n^ doubts 
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were at last removed, and the cloud rolled away 
fh>m my wul. 

Bezoni embraced me, and wept over me. ^^ All 
good men," said he, '^have a mighty interest in 
your success ; for me there is nothing dark, even 
in the mute grave, if it covers the ashes of one 
who has loved and served his brethren, and done, 
with a wilful heart, no living creature wrong.*" 

Soon afterwards the Italian lost his life in at- 
tending the victims of a fearful and contagious 
disease, whom even the regular practitioners of 
the healing art hesitated to visit. 

At this moment I am, in the strictest accep- 
tation of the words, a believer and a christian. 
I have neither anxiety nor doubt upon the no- 
blest and the most comforting of all creeds, and 
I am grateful among the other blessings which 
Faith has brought me— I am grateful that it has 
brought me CHARITY. Dark to all human beings 
was Bezoni^s doctrine — dark, above all, to those 
who have mourned on earth-^-^so withering to all 
the hopes which cUng the most ehduringly to the 
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heart, was his unhappy creed — that he who knows 
how inseparably, though insensibly, our moral 
legislation is woven with our supposed self-interest, 
will scarcely marvel at, even while he condemns, 
the unwise and unholy persecution which that 
creed universally sustains ! Many a most wretched 
hour, many a pang of agony and despair, did 
those doctrines inflict upon myself; but I know 
that the intention of Bezoni was benevolence, and 
that the practice of his life was virtue : and while 
my reason tells me that God will not punish the 
reluctant and involuntary error of one, to whom all 
God^s creatures were so dear, my religion bids 
me hope that I shall meet him in that world where 
no error is, and where the Great Spirit to wh% 
all human passions are unknown, avenges the mo- 
mentary doubt of His justice, by a proof of the 
infinity of His mercy. 
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BOOK VI. 



CHAPTER I. 



The JEtetMit. 



I ABBXVED at St. Petersburgh, and found the 
Czarina, whose conjugal perfidy was more than 
suspected, tolerably resigned to the extinction of 
that dazzUng life, Whose incalculable and godlike 
utility, it is reserved for posterity to aj^recii^, I 
had ahncist said, to adore I I have observed, by the 
way, that, in genial, men are the less mourned by 
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their families, in proportion as they are the more 
mourned by the community. The great are seldom 
amiable ; and those who are the least lenient to our 
errors, are invariably our relations ! 

Many circumstances at that time conspired to 
make my request to quit the imperial service ap- 
pear natural and appropriate. The death of the 
Czar, joined to a growing jealousy and suspicion 
between the English monarch and Russia, which, 
though long existing, was now become more evi- 
dent and notorious than heretofore, gave me full 
opportunity to observe, that my pardon had been 
obtained from George I. three years since, and that 
private as well as national ties, rendered my return 
to England a measure not only of expediency but 
necessity. The imperial Catherine granted me my 
dismissal in the most flattering terms, and added 
the'high distinction of the order founded in honour 
of the memorable feat by which she had saved her 
ro/al consort and the Russian army, to the order 
of St. Andrew, which I had already received. 

I transferred my ivealth, become immense, to 
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England, ^ and, with the pomp which became the 
rank and reputation fortune had bestowed upon 
me, I commenced the long land journey I had 
chalked out to myself. Although I had alleged my 
wish to revisit England as the main reason of my 
retirement from Russia, I had also expt:essed an 
intention of visiting and making a short sSjaur in 
Italy, previous to my return to England. The 
physicians, indeed, had recommended to me that 

delicious climate, as an antidote to the ills my con- 
stitution had sustained in the freezing skies of the 
north; and in my own heart I had secretly ap- 
pointed some more solitary part of the Divine Land 
for the scene of my purposed hermitage and seclu- 
sion. It is indeed astonishing, how those who 
have lived much in cold climates, yearn for lands 
of mellow light and summer luxuriance; and I felt 
for a southern sky the same resistless longing which 
sailors, in the midst of the vast ocean, have felt for 
the green fields and various landscape of the shore. 
I traversed, then, the immense tracts of Russia 
—r passed through Hungary — entered Tiurkey, 



118 DEVE&fiUX. 

vhidi I had wished to visit, and wh^re I reiaained 
a short time ; and, crossmg the Adriatic, hailed, 
for the first time, the Ausonian shore. It was the 
month of May—that month, of whose lustrous 
beauty none in a northern clime can dream — ^that I 
entered Italy. It may serve as an instance of the 
power with whidi a thought that, however impor- 
tant, is generally deemed of too abstract and me- 
taphysical a nature deeply to engross the mindi 
possessed me then, that I — no cold nor un^ithusi- 
astic votary of the classic muse — ^made no pilgri* 
mage to city or ruin, but, after a brief sojourn 
at Ravenna, where I dismissed all my train, set 
out alone to find the solitary cell, for which I now 
sickened with a hermit's love. 

It was at a small village at the foot of the Apen^ 
nines, that I found the object of my search. 
Strangely enough, there blended with my philo- 
sophical ardour, a deep mixture of my old romance. 
Nature, to whose voice the dweller in cities, and 
struggler with mankind, had been so long obtuse, 
now pleaded audibly at my heart, and called me to 
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her embraces, as a mother calls unto her wearied 
child. M J eye, as with a new vision, became 
opened to the mute yet eloquoit loveliness of this 
most fairy earth— and hill and valley — ^the mirror 
of silent waters-^the sunny stillness of woods, and 
the old haunts of satyr and nymph— revived in me 
the fountains of past poetry, and became the re- 
ceptacles of a thousand spells, mightier than the 
charms of any enchanter save Love— which was 
departed — Youth, which was nearly gone — and 
Nature, which, (more vividly than ever) existed 
for me still. 

I chose, then, my retreat. As I was fastidious 
in its choice, I cannot refrain from the luxury of 
describing it. Ah, little did I dream that I had 
come thither, not only to find a divine comfort, but 
the sources of a human and most passionate woe ! 
Mightiest of the Roman bards ! in whom tenderness 
and reason were so entwined, and who didst sanc- 
tify even thine unholy errors, with so beautiful 
and rare a genius ! what an invariable truth one 
line of thine has expressed : Even in the fairest 
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fiyuntainof delighty there is a secret and evil spring 
eternally bubbling upj and scattering its hitter 
waters over the very flowers which surround its 
margin ! 

In the midst of a little and most glossy vale was 
a small cottage ; that was my home. The good 
people there performed for me all the hospitable 
offices I required. At a neighbouring monastery 
I had taken the precaution to make myself known 
to the superior. Not all Italians — no, nor all 
monks — ^belong to either of the two great tribes into 
which they are generally divided — knaves or fools. 
The Abbot Anselmo was a man of rather a liberal 
and enlarged mind; he not only kept my secret, 
which was necessary to my peace, but he took my 
part, which was, perhaps, necessary to my safety. 
A philosopher, who desires only to convince him- 
self, and upon one subject, does not require many 
books. Truth lies in a small compass ; and, for 
my part, in considering any speculative subject, 
I would sooner have with me one book of Euclid, 
as a model, than all the Vatican, as authorities. 
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But then I am not fond of drawing upon any re- 
sources but those of reason for reasouings ; wiser 
men than I am^ are not so strict. The few books 
that I did require, were, however, of a nature very 
illicit in Italy ; the good father passed them to me 
from Ravenna, under his own protection. '^ I was 
a holy man,'' he said, " who wished to render the 
Catholic church a great service, by writing a vast 
book against certain atrocious opinions; and 'the 
works I read were, for the most part, works that I 
was about to confute." This report gained me pro- 
tection and respect ; and, after I had ordered my 
agent at Ravenna to forward to the excellent abbot 
a piece of plate^ and a huge cargo of a rare Hun- 
gary wine, it was not the abbot's fault if I was not 
the most popular person in the neighbourhood. 

But to my description : — my home was a cottage 
-—the valley in which it lay was divided by a moun- 
tain stream, which came from the forest Apennine, 
a sparklingand wild stranger,and softened into quiet 
and calm as it proceeded through its green margin 
in the vale. And that margin, how dazzlingly 
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green it was ! At the distance of about a mile from 
my hut, the stream was broken into a slight water- 
fall, whose sound was heard distinct and deep in 
that still place : and often I paused from my mid- 
night thoughts, to listen to its enchanted and wild 
melody. The fall was unseen by the ordinary wan- 
derer, for there the stream passed through a thick 
copse ; and, even when you pierced the grove, and 
gained the waterside, dark trees hung over the tur- 
bulent wave, and the silver spray was thrown up- 
ward through the leaves, and fell in diamonds upon 
the deep green sod. 

This was a most favoured haunt with me; the sun, 
glancing through the idle leaves — ^the music of the 
water-^the solemn absence of all other sounds, 
except the songs of birds, to which the ear grew 
accustomed, and^ at last, in the abstraction of 
thought, scarcely distinguished from the silence— 
the fragrant herbs— and the unnumbered and name- 
less flowers which formed my couch — were all cal- 
culated to make me pursue, uninterruptedly, the 
thread of contemplation which I had, in the lees 
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voluptuous and harsher solitude of the closet, first 
woven from the web of austerest thought. I say 
pursue, for it was too luxurious and sensual a re- 
tirement for the conception of a rigid and severe 
train of reflection ; at least it would have been so to 
me. But, when tjie thought is once born^ such scenes 
seem to me the most fit to cradle and to rear it. 
The torpor of the physical, appears to leave to the 
mental frame, a full scope and power ; the absence 
of human cares, sounds, and intrusions, becomes 
the best nlirse to contemplation ; and even that de- 
licious and vague sense of enjoyment, which would 
seem, at first, more genial to the fancy than the 
mind, preserves the thought undisturbed, because 
contented ; so that all but the scheming mind be- 
comes lapped in sleep, and the mind itself lives dis- 

m 

tinct and active as a dream ; — a dream, not vague, 
nor confused, nor unsatisfying, but endowed with 
more than the clearness, the precision, the vigour, 
of waking life. 

A little way from this waterfall was a fountain, 
a remnant of a classic and golden age. Never did 
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Naiad gaze in a more glassy mirror, or dwell in a 
more divine retrei^. Through a crevice in an over- 
hanging mound of the emerald earth, the father 
stream of the fountain crept out, bom, like Love, 
among flowers, and in the most sunny smiles ; it 
then fell, broadening and glowing, into a marble 
badn, at whose bottom, in the shining noon, yon 
might see a soil which mocked the very hues of 
gold, and the water insects, in their quaint shapes 
and unknown sports, grouping or gliding in the 
midmost wave. A small temple, of the lightest 
surchitecture, stood before the fountain ; and, in a 
niche therein, a mutilated statue — ^possibly of the 
Spirit of the place. By this fountain, my evening 
walk would linger till the short twilight melted 
away, and the silver wave trembled in the light of 
the western star. Oh ! then, what feelings gathered 
over me as I turned slowly homeward ; the air still, 
breathless, shining — the stars, gleaming over the 
woods of the far Apennine — the hills, growing 
huger m the shade — the small insects hunmiing on 
the wing— and, ever and anon, the swift bat, wheel- 
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ing round and amidst them-— the music of the 
waterfall deepening on the ear; and the light 
and hour lending even a mysterious charm to 
the cry of the weird owl, flitting after its prey,— 
all this had a harmony in my thoughts, and a food 
for the meditations in which my days and nights 
were consumed. The World moulders away the 
fabric of our early nature, and Solitude rebuilds 
it on a firmer base. 
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CHAPTER II. 



The Victory. 

O EAETH ! reservoir of life, over whose deep 
bosom brood the wings of the Universal Spirit, 
shaking upon thee a blessing and a power— a 
blessing and a power to produce and reproduce 
the living from the dead, so that our flesh is 
woven from the same atoms which were once the 
atoms of our sires, and the inexhaustible nutri- 
ment of existence is decay ! O eldest and most 
solemn earth, blending even thy loveliness and 
joy with a terror and an awe ! thy sunshine is 
girt with clouds, and circled with storm and 
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tempest : thy day cometh from the womb of 
darkness, ^d retumeth unto darkness as man 
returns unto thy bosom. The green herb that 
laughs in the valley ; the water that sings merrily 
along the wood ; the many winged and all search- 
ing air, which gamers life as a harvest, and 
scatters it as a seed ; all are pregnant with cor- 
ruption, and carry the cradled death within them, 
as an oak banqueteth the destroying worm. But 
who that looks upon thee, and loves thee, and 
inhales thy blessings, will ever mingle too deep a 
moral with his joy ? Let us not ask whence come 
the garlands that we wreathe around our altars, 
or shower upon our feast: will they not bloom 
as brightly, and breathe with as rich a fragrance, 
whether they be plucked &om the garden or the 
grave ? O earth, my mother earth ! dark sepul- 
dure that closes upon all which the flesh bears, 
but vestibule of the vast regions which the soul 
shall pass, how leapt my heart within me when I 
first fathomed thy real spell ! 

Yes! never shall I forget the rapture with 



128 DEVEBEUX. 

which I hailed the light that dawned upon me at 
last! Never shall I forget the suffocating — the 
full — ^the ecstatic joy, with which I saw the 
mightiest of all human hopes accomplished ; and 
felt, as if an angel spoke, that there is a life 
beyond the grave ! Tell me not of the pride of 
ambition — ^tell me not of the triumphs of science : 
never had ambition so lofty an end as the search 
after immortality ! never had science so sublime 
a triumph, as the conviction that immortality will 
be gained ! I had been at my task the whole 
night, — pale alchymist, seeking from meaner 
truths to extract the greatest of all ! At the first 
hour of day, lo ! the gold was there : the labour, 
for which I would have relinquished life, was 
accomplished; the dove descended upon the 
waters of my soul. I fled from the house. I wad 
possessed as with a spirit. I ascended a hill, 
which looked for leagues over the sleeping valley. 
A grey mist hung around me like a veil ; I paused, 
and the great Sun broke slowly forth ; I gazed 
upon its majesty, and my heart swelled. ^^ So 
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rises the soul," I ^dj " from the tapours ol thk 
dwll being; but the soul waneth not, neither 
setteth it, nor knowetfi it any night, save thAt 
firom which it dawneth !''-^The mists rdled 
gradually away, the sunshine deepened, and the 
face of nature lay in stniles, yet silently, hetare 
me. It lay before »ie, a scene that I had often 
Witnei^d, and hailed, and worshipped ; but it was 
n&t ihe mm^ : a glory had passed over it ; it 
#a^ steeped in a beauty and a holiness, in which 
neither youth, nor poetry, nor even love, had ever 
i^ted it before ! The change which the earth had 
tlhdergone. Was like that of some being we have 
Ib^Ved— wA^n death »j? pmt^ and from a mortal 
^becoiHes an angd ! 

I uttered a cry of joy, and was then as silent iar 
an around me. I felt as if henceforth tliere Was 
a new compact between Nature and myself. I felt 
Ha it every tree, And blade of grass, were hence- 
forth to be eloquent with a voice, and instinct 
Wifh a spell. I felt as if a religion had entered 
into the earth, and made oracles of all that the 

G 3 
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earth bears; the old fables of Dodona were to 
become realized, and the very leaves to be hallow- 
ed by a sanctity, and to murmur with a truths 
I was no longer only a part of that which withers 
and decays ; I was no longer a machine of clay, 
moved by a spring, and to be trodden into the 
mire which I had trod ; I was no l<xiger tied to 
humanity by links which coidd never be broken, 
and which, if broken, woidd avail me not. I was 
become, as by a miracle, a part of a vast, though 
unseen spirit. It was not to the matter, but to 
the essences of things, that I bore kindred and 
alliance ; the stars and the heavens resumed over 
me their ancient influence ; and as I looked along 
the far hills and the silent landscape, a voice 
seemed to swell from the stillness, and to say, 
^^ I am the life of these things, a spirit distinct 
from the things themselves.. It is to me that you 
belong for ever and for ever ; separate, but equally 
indissoluble ; apart, but equally eternal !*' 

I spent the day upon the hUls. It was evening 
when I retiuned. I lingered by the old fountain, 
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dnd saw the stars rise, and tremble, one by one, 
upcm the wave. The hour was that which Isora 
had loved the best, and that which the love of her 
had consecrated the most to me. And never, oh, 
never, did it sink into my heart with a deepen 
sweetness, or a more soothing balm. I had once 
more knit my soul to Isora^s : I could once more 
look from the toiling and the dim earth, and forget 
that Isoitt had left me in dreaming of our reunion. 
Blame me not, you who indulge in a religious 
hope more severe and more sublime— you who 
miss no footsteps from the earth, nor pine for a 
voice that your human wanderings can hear no 
more— blame me not, you whose pulses beat not 
for the wild love of the created, but whose spirit 
languishes only for a nearer commune with the 
Creator — ^blame me not too harshly for my mortal 
wishes, nor think that my faith was the less 
sincefe because it was tinted in the most 
unchanging dyes of the human heart, and indis* 
tolubly woven with the memory of the dead. 
Often from our weaknesses our strongest principles 
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of conduct are bom ; and from the atom wliich 
a breeze has wafted, springs the oak which defiei 
the storm. 

The first intoxicatioii and rapture conseqiient 
upon the reward of my labout parsed away ; but, 
unlike other excitation, it was followed not by lan- 
guor, or a ^ted abd torpid calm ; a soothing and 
deliciotis sensation possessed me—- my turbul^t 
senses slept ^ and Memory recalling the wcffld> 
rejoiced at the retreat wliich Hope had Ac- 
quired. 

I now surrendered myself to a nobler philoso- 
phy than in crowds and cities I had hithei^ 
known. I do longer satirized — I inqvdr^d ; I no 
^nger derided — I examined. I looked from th'b 
natural proofs c^ immortality to the written pro- 
mise of our Father — ^I sought not to baffle men, 
but to worship truth — I applied myself moiis to 
the knowledge of g6od and evil— I bowed my sorf 
before the loveliness of Virtue ; and though sdenes 
of irrath jthd passion yet lowered in the fixture, 
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and I was again and speedily called forth — to act- 
to madden — ^to contend — perchance to sin — the 
Image is still unbroken, and the Votary has still 
an offering for its Altar. 
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CHAPTER in. 



The Hexmit of the WeH. 



The thorough and deep investigation of those 
principles from which we learn the immortality of 
the soul, and the nature of its proper ends, leads 
the mind through such a course of reflection and 
of study — it is attended with so many exalting, 
purifying, and, if I may so say, etherealizing 
thoughts, that I do believe no man has ever pur- 
sued it, and not gone back to the world a better 
and a nobler man than he was before. Nay, so 
deeply mtist these elevating and refining studies 
be conned, so largely and sensibly must they enter 
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the intellectual system, that I firmly think that 
even a sensualist who has only considered the sub- 
ject with a view to convince himself that he is clay, 
and has therefore an excuse to the curious con- 
science for his grosser desires; nay, should he come 
to his wished for yet desolate conclusion, from which 
the abhorrent nature shrinks and recoils^ I do 
nevertheless firmly think, should the study have 
been long and deep, that he would wonder to find 
his desires had lost their poignancy, and his ob^ 
jects their charm. He would descend from the 
Alp he had climbed, to the low level on which he 
formerly deemed it a bliss to dwell, with the feeL 
ing of one who having long drawn in high places 
an empyreal air, has become unable to inhale the 
smoke and the thick vapour he inhaled of yore. 
His soul once aroused would stir within him, 
though he felt it not, and though he grew not a 
believer, he would cease to be only the volup- 
tuary* 

I meant at one time to have here stated the 
arguments which had perplexed me on one side, 
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aad those which afterwards convinbed ni^ oh Ae 
other. I do not do so for many reasons, one q{ 
which will suffice, viz. the evident and palpable cir- 
cumstance that a dissertation of thatliatu^e would, 
in a biography like the pr^ent, be utterly out of 
pla^e and season. Perhaps^ howev^, at a later 
p^od of life, I may collect my own opinions oti 
the subject into a separate work, ahd bequeathe 
that work to future generations, upon the same 
conditions as the present memoir^ 

One day I was favoured by a visit from on^ of 
the monks at the neighbburitig abbey. After sotn^ 
general conversation, he asked me if I had yet en- 
eountered the Hermit of the Well ? " No,'' said I, 
" and I was going to add, that I have not ev€» 
heard of him, but I now remember that the good 
people of the house have more than once spoken 
to me of him as ia ifigid and self-mortifyibg te^ 
cluse.'' 

" Yes,'' said the holy friar ; " Heaven fbrbid ' 
that I should say aught against the practice of the 
saints and pious men, to deny tmto themselygf^ 
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die lusts of' the flesh, but such penances may be 
carried too far. However, it is im excellent cus^ 
torn, and the Hermit of the Well is an excellent 
creature. Sarvota Maria ! what"" delicious stuff is 
that Hungary wine your scholarship was pleased 
to bestow upon our father Abbot. He suffered me 
to taste it the eve before last. I hdd been suffer- 
ing with a pain in the reins, and the wine acted 
powerfully upon me as an efficacious and inesti- 
mable medicine. Do you find, my son, that it 
bore the journey to your lodging here, as well as 
it bore it to the convent cellars ?" 

" Why, really, my father, I hive none of it 
here; but the people of the house have a few 
flasks of a better wine than ordiriary, if you will 
deign to taste it in lieu of the Hungary wine.*** 

" Oh— oh !" said the monk, groaning, " iny 
reins trouble me much — perhaps the wine may 
comfort me !^ and the wine was brought. 

<^ It is not of so rare a flavour as that you sent 
to our reverend father," said the monk, wipiiig his 
mouth with his long sleeve. " Hungary tnust be 
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a charming place — ^is it far from hence ? — ^It joins 
the heretical-^I pray your pardon^i--rit joins' the 
continent of Engltod, I believe ?'' 

" Not exactly, father ; but whatever its topo- 
graphy, it is a. rare country — ^for those who like 
it ! But tell me of this Hermit of the Well. 
How long has he lived here — and how came he by 
his appellation ? Of what country is he— and of 
what burth ?'' 

^^ You ask me too many questions at once, my 
son. The country of the holy man is a mystery 
to us all. He speaks the Tuscan dialect well, but 
with a foreign accent. Nevertheless, though the 
wine is not of Hungary, it has a pleasant flavour. 
I wonder how the rogues kept it so stiugly from 
the knowledge and comfort of their pious brethren 
of the monastery.'' 

^^ And how long has the hermit lived in your 
vicinity ?'^. 

" Nearly eight years, my son. It was one 
winter's evening that he came to our convent in 
the dress of a worldly traveller, to seek our hos- 
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pitality, and a shelter for the nighty which was 
inclement and stormy. He stayed with us a few 
days, and held some conversation with our fdther 
Abbot ; and one morning, after roaming in the 
neighbourhood to look at the old stones and ruins, 
which is the custom of travellers, he returned, put 
into our poor box some certain alms, and two days 
afterwards he appeared in the place he now inha- 
bits, and in the dress he assumes:^ 

^^ And of what nature, my father, is the places 
and of what fashion the dress P^ 

" Holy St. Francis r. exclaimed the father^ 
with a surprise so great, that I thought at first it 
related to the wine, "Holy St. Francis — ^have 
you not seen the Well yet ?'' 

" No, father, unless you speak of the fountain 
about a mile and a quarter distant."" 

*^ Tush — tush !" said the good man, " what 
ignoramuses you travellers are ; you affect to 
know what kind of slippers Prester John wears, 
and to have been admitted to the bed-chamber of 
the Pagoda of China ; and yet, when one comes 
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to sound you, you are as ignorant of every thing 
m man of real learning knows, as an Englishman 
is of his missal. Why, I thought that every foA 
in every coimtry had heard of the Holy Well (rf 
St. Francis, situated exactly two iniles from our 
finnous convent, and that every fool in the ndj^ 
boiirhood had seen it.^ 

<< What the fools, my fatha-, whether in this 
naghbourhood or any other, may have heard or 
seen, I, who profess not ostensibly to belong to 
so goodly an order, cannot pretend to know ; but 
be assured, that the Holy WeU of St. Frailcis is 
as unfamiliar to me, as the Pagoda of China— 
God bless Aim— is to you.'' 

Upon this, the learned monk, after expressing 
due astonishment, offered to show it to me ; and as 
I thought I might, by acquiescence, get rid of him 
the sooner, and as, moreover, I wished to see the 
Abbot, to whom some books for me had been latdj 
sent, I agreed to th^ offer. 

The well, said the monk, lay not above a 
mile out of the customary way to the monaster^ ; 
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and after we had finished the flask of wine, we 
sallied put on our excursion, — the monk upon a 
stately and strong ass— myself on foot. 

The Abbot had, on granting me his friendship 
and protection, observed that I was not the only 
stranger and recluse on whom his favour was 
bestowed. He had then mentioned the Hermit of 
the Well, as an eccentric and strange being, who 
lived an existence of rigid penance, harmless to 
others, painful only to himself. This story had 
been confirmed in the few conversations I had 
ever interchanged with my host and hostess^ who 
seemed to take a peculiar pleasure in talking of the 
SQlitary ; and from them I had heard also many 
anecdotes of his charity towards the poor, and his 
attention to the sick. All these circumstances came 
into my mind as the good monk indulged his 
loquacity upon the subject, and my curiosity 
became at last somewhat excited respecting my 
fellow recluse. 

I npw learned from the monk, that the post of 
Hennit of the WeU, was an office, of which the 
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present anchorite was by no means the first tenant. 
The well was one of those springs frequent in 
catholic countries, to which a legend and a sanctity 
are attached ; and twice a year, once in the spring, 
once in the autumn, the neighbouring peasants 
flocked thither, on a stated day, to drink, and lose 
their diseases. As the spring most probably did 
possess some medicinal qualities, a few extraorr 
dinary cures had occurred ; especially among those 
pious persons who took not biennial, but constant 
draughts, and to doubt its holiness was downright 
heresy. 

Now, hard by this well was a cavern, which, whe- 
ther first formed by nature or art, was now ypon the 
whole, constructed into a very commodious abode ; 
and here, for years beyond the memory of man, 
some solitary person had fixed his abode, to dispense 
and to bless the water, to be exceedingly well fed 
bytbe surrpunding peasants, to wear a long gown 
of serge or sackcloth, and to be called the Hermit 
of the Well. So. fast as this personage died, there 
were enough candidates eager to supply his place; 
for it was no bad mStier to some pennyless impos- 
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tor to become the quack and patentee of a holy 
specific. The choice of these candidates always 
rested with the superior of the neighbouring 
monastery ; and it is not impossible that he made 
an indifferently good per centage upon the annual 
advantages of his protection and choice. 

At the time the traveller appeared, the former 
hermit had just departed this life, and it was, 
therefore, to the vacancy thus occasioned, that he 
had procured himself to be elected. The incum- 
bent appeared quite of a different mould from the 
former occupants of the hermitage. He accepted, 
it is true, the gifts laid at regular periods upon a 
huge stone between the hermitage and the well, 
but he distributed among the donors, alms, far 
more profitable than their gifts. He entered no 
village, borne upon an ass laden with twin 
sacks, for the purpose of sanctimoniously robbing 
the inhabitants ; no profane songs were ever heard 
resounding from his dwelling by the peasant in- 
cautiously lingering at a late hour too near its 
vicinity ; my guide, the monk, complained bitterly 
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of his unsociability, and no scandalous legend of 
nymph-like comforters and damsel visitants, haunt- 
ing the sacred dwelling, escaped from the garrulous 
friar^s well loaded budget. 

'* Does he study much ?^ said I, with the interest 
of a student. 

" I fear me not, "" quoth the monk. " I have had 
occasion of ten to enter his abode, and I have ex- 
amined all things with a close eye — ^for praised be 
the Lord, I have faculties more than ordinarily 
clear and observant — ^but I have seen no books 
therein, excepting a missal, and a Latin or Greek 
testament, I know not well which ; — ^nay, so incu- 
rious or unlearned is the holy man, that he rejected 
even a loan of the ^ Life of St. Francis,' notwith- 
standing it has many and rare pictures, to say 
nothing of its most interesting and amazing tales.^ 

More might the monk have said, had we not 
now suddenly entered a thick and sombre wood. 
A path cut through it, was narrow, and only 
capfible of admitting a traveller on foot or 
horseback; and the boughs over head were so 
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darkly interlaced that the light scarcely, and only 
in broken and erratic glimmerings, pierced the 
canopy. 

" It is the wood,'' said the monk, crossing him- 
self, " wherein the wonderful adventure happened 
to St. Francis, which I will one day narrate at 
length to you." 

"And we are near the well, I suppose.^" said I. 

^^ It is close at hand,'' answered the monk. 

In effect we had not proceeded above fifty yards 
before the path brought us into a circular space of 
green sod, in the midst of which was a small square 
stone building, of plain but not inelegant shape, 
and evidently of great antiquity. At one side of 
this building was an iron handle, for the purpose of 
raising water, which cast itself into a stone basin, 
to which was affixed, by a strong chain, an iron 
cup. An inscription, in monkish Latin, was en- 
graved over the basin, requesting the traveller to 
pause and drink, and importing that what that 
water was to the body, faith was to the soul; near 
the cistern was a rude seat, formed by the trunk 
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of a tree. The door of the well-house was of 
iron, and secured by a chain and lock ; perhaps 
the pump was so contrived that only a certain 
quantum of the sanctified beverage could be 
drawn up at a time, without af^Ucation to some 
mechanism within : and wayfarers were thereby 
prevented from helping themselves act libitum^ 
and thus depriving the anchorite of the profit and 
the necessity of his office. 

It was certainly a strange, lonely, and wild 
place ; ^Mud-the green sward round as a fairy ring, 
and in the midst of trees, which, black, close, and 
huge, circled it like a wall ; and the solitary grey 
building in the centre, gaunt and cold, and start- 
ling the eye with the abruptness of its appear- 
ance, and the strong contrast made by its wan hues 
to the dark verdure and forest gloom around it ! 

I took a draught of the water, which was very 
cold and tasteless, and reminded the monk of his dis- 
order in the reins, to which a similar potation might 
possibly be efficacious. To this suggestion the monk 
answered, that he would certainly try the water some 
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Gather time ; but that at present the wine he had 
drank might pollute its divine properties. So say- 
ing, he tiurned off the conversation by inviting me to 
follow him to the hermitage. In our way thither he 
pointed out a large fragment of stone, and observed 
that the water would do me evil instead of good 
if I forgot to remunerate its guardian. I took the 
hint, and laid a piece of silver on the fragment. 

A short journey through the wood brought 
ua to the foot of a hill, covered with trees, and 
having at its base a strong stone door, the en- 
trance to the excavated home of the anchorite. 
The monk gently tapped thrice at this door, but 
no answer came. " The holy man is from home,^ 
said he, " let us return." 

We did so ; and the monk, keeping behind me, 
managed, as he thought, unseen, to leave the stone 
as naked as we had found it. We now struck 
through another path in the wood, and were soon 
at the convent. I did not lose the opportunity to 
question the abbot respecting his tenant : I learnt 
from him little more than the particulars I have 
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already narrated, save that in concluding his de- 
tails, he said, 

^< I can scarcely doubt but that the hermit is, 
like yourself, a person of rank ; his bearing and 
his mien appear to denote it. He has given, and 
gives yearly, large sums to the uses of the convent; 
and though he takes the customary gifts of the 
pious villagers, it is only by my advice, and for 
the purpose of avoiding suspicion. Should he be 
considered rich, it might attract cupidity; and 
there are enough bold hands and sharp knives in 
the country to place the wealthy and the unguard- 
ed in some peril. Whoever he may be, — for he 
has not confided his secret to me— -I do not doubt 
but that he is doing penance for some great crime; 
and, whatever be the crime, I suspect that its 
earthly punishment is nearly over. The hermit 
is naturally of a delicate and weak frame, and 
year after year I have marked him sensibly wear- 
ing away; so that when I last saw him, three 
days since, I was shocked at the visible ravages 
which disease or penance had engraven upon him. 
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If ever Death wrote legibly, his characters are in 
that brow and cheek.^ 

*^ Poor man ! Know you not even whom to ap- 
prise of his decease when he is no more ?^^ 

" I do not yet ; but the last time I saw him, he 
told me that he found himself drawing near his 
end, and that he should not quit life without 
troubling me with one request.'' 

After this the abbot spoke of other matters, 
and my visit expired. 

Interested in the recluse more deeply than I 
acknowledged to myself, I found my steps insen- 
^bly leading me homeward by the more circuitous 
road which wound first by the holy well. I did not 
resist the impulse, but walked musingly onward 
by the waning twilight, for the day was now over, 
until I came to the well. As I emerged from the 
wood I started involuntarily and drew back. A 
figure, robed from head to foot in a long sable 
robe, sate upon the rude seat beside the well ; sate 
so still, so motionless, that coming upon it ab- 
ruptly in that strange place, the heart beat irregu- 
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larly at an apparition bo dark in bue, and fb 
death-like in its repose. 'Hie bat, large, brtnd^ 
and ovarhanging, which suited the costume, was 
lying on the ground : and the fsiee, Which Indiaed 
Upward, seemed to woo the geiitle air of the quiet 
and soft «kies. I approached a few steps, and 
flaw the profile of the countenance more distinctly 
than I had done before. It Was of a marble 
whitmiess; the features, though sharpened and 
attenuated by disease, were of surpassing beauty ; 
the hair was exceedingly, aimost effieminalely 
long, and hung in waves of perfect jet on eitb^ 
aide ; the mouth was closed firmly, and d^p Mnets, 
or rather furrows, wei*e traced from its comefitb 
either nostril. The stranger'*s beard, <^ a here 
equally black as die hair, was dishevelled and ne^ 
lected, but not very long ; "and one hand, which lay 
on the sable robe, was so thin and wan, yon m^tat 
have deemed the very sti^light could have shMie 
through it. I did not doubt that it wi» the recluse 
whom I saw ; I drew near and accosted him. 

" Your blessing, holy father, and y^wir per- 
mission to taste the healing of your well.'' 
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l^udden as was my appearance, and abrupt my 
voice, the hermit evinced by no startled gesture a 
ioke^ dr surj)rise. He turned very slowly tound, 
cast upon me ah indifferent glance, and said, in a 
sweet and very low tone, 

" You have my blessiiig, stranger ; there fs 
water iii the cistern— drink, and be healed.^' 

I dipped the bowl in the basin, aAd took spar- 
itigly of the water. In the accent and tone of the 
stranger, my ear, accustomed to the d^ects ot 
many nations, recognized something Engli^ ; I 
resolved, therefore, to address him in my native 
tongue, rather than the indifferent Italian in which 
I had first accosted him. 

^' iTie water is fresh aiid cooEng ; would, holy 
father, that it could penetrate to a deeper malady 
than the ills of flesh: that it could assuage the 
fever of the heart, or lave from the weariied mind 
the dust which it gathers frbiii the mire and tra- 
vail of th^ world." 

Now the hemnit testified surprise ; but it was 
slight and momentary. iTe gazed upk>n me more 
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attentively than he had done before, and said, after 
a pause, 

^^ My countryman ! and in this spot ! It is not 

often that the English penetrate into places 
where no ostentatious celebrity dwells to sate 
curiosity and flatter pride. My countrymian ! — ^it 
is well, and perhaps fortunate. Yes,^ he said, 
after a second pause, ^^ yes ; it were indeed a boon, 
had the earth a fountain for the wounds which 
fester, and the disease which consumes within.''^ 

" The earth has oblivion, father, if not a cure.^ 

^^ It is false !^^ cried the hermit, passionately, and 
starting wildly from his seat ; ^^ the earth has no 
oblivion. The grave — ^is that forgetfulness ? No, 
no-^here is no grave far the soul ! The deeds 
pass— the flesh corrupts — ^but the memory passes 
not, and withers not. From age to age, from world 
to world, through eternity, throughout creation, it 
is perpetuated — an immortality— a ciirse — a hellT 

Surprised by the vehemence of the hermit, I 
was still more startled by the agonizing and 
ghastly expression of his face. 

"My father,'' said I, ** pardon me, if I have 



DEVEEEUX^ ]53 

pressed upon a sore. I also have that within which, 
did a stranger touch it, would thrill my whole frame 
with torture, and I would fain ask from your holy 
soothing, and pious comfort, something of allevi- 
ation or of fortitude." 

The hermit drew near to me ; he laid his thin 
hand upon my arm, and looked long and wistfully 
in my face. It was then that a suspicion crept 
through me which after observation proved to be 
true, that the wandering of those dark eyes, and 
the meaning of that blanched brow were tinctured 
with insanity. 

" Brother, and fellow man,'' said he, mournfully, 
" hast thou in truth suffered ? and dost thou still 
smart at the remembrance ? We are friends then. 
If thou hast suffered as much as I have, I will fall 
down and do homage to thee as a, superior ; for 
pain has its ranks, and I think, at times, that 
none ever climbed the height that I have done. 
Yet you look not like one who has had nights of 
delirium, and days in which the heart lay in the 
breast, as a corpse endowed with consciousness 
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might lie in the grave^ feeling the worm ga«w it, 
and the decay corrupt, and* yet isicapable of resisit^ 
ance or of motion. Your cheek is thin, but firm ; 
your eye is haughty and bright; you have the 
air of one who has lived with men, and struggled 
and not been vanquished in the simple. Suf- 
fered ! No, man, no^^oii have not suffered.'^ 

<< My father, it is not in the countaiamce that 
Fate graves her records. I have, it is true, om- 
tended with my fellows ; and if wealth and honour 
be the premium, not in vain : but I have not con- 
tended with Sorrow with a like success; and I 
stand before you, a being who, if passion be a tor- 
m^itor, and the death of the loved a loss, had 
borne that which the most wretched will not 
envy." 

Again a .fearful change came over the face of 
the recluse— he grasped my arm more vehe- 
mently, " You speak my own sorrows — ^you utter 
my own curse — I will see you again — you may 
do my last will better than yon monks. Can I 
trust you ? If you have in truth known misfor- 
tune, I will ! — I will— yea, even to the out- 
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pouring — -^ Merciful, merciful God, what would 
I say — ^what would I reveal !^' 

Suddenly changing his voice, he released me, 
and said, touching his forehead with a meailing 
gesture, and a quiet smile, " You say you are 
my rival in paSii? Have you ever known the 
rage and despair of the heart mount here ? It is 
a wonderful thing to be calm as I am now, when 
th'dt risiiig makes itself felt in fee and torture !^' 

" If there be auglit^ father, which a man who 
cares not what country he visit, or what deed — so 
it be not of guilt or shame — he commit, can do 
towards the quiet of your soul^ 6ay it,, and I 
will attempt your will." 

" Yon are kind, my son," said the *ha*init, 
resutoing his first melancholy and dignified: com- 
posure of mien and bearing, ^^ and there is some- 
thing in your voice, which seems to me like a 
tone that I have heard in youth. Do you live 
near at hand ?" 

" In the valley, about four miles hence ; I ani, 
like yourself, a fugitive from the world." 
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^' Come to me then to-monow at ere ; yet stay, 
that is a ^holy ere, and I must keep it with 
scourge and prayer. The next at sunset. I shall 
be collected then, and I would fain know more 
of you than I do. Bless you, my son — adieu.'*^ 

'^ Yet stay, father, may I not conduct you 
home T^* 

'^ No - my limbs are weak, but I trust they 
can carry me to that home, till I be borne thence 
to my last. Farewell ! tl^e night grows, and man 
fills even these shades with peril. The eve after 
next, at sunset, we meet again.^^ 

So sajdng, the hermit waved his hand, and 1 
stood apart, watching his receding figure, until 
the trees cloaked the last glimpse from my view. 
I then turned homeward, and reached my cottage 
in safety, despite of the hermif s caution. But I 
did not retire -to rest : a powerful foreboding, 
rather than suspicion, that in the worn and wasted 
form which I had beheld, thVe was identity 
with one whom I had not met for years, and 
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whom I had believed to be no more, thrillingly 
possessed me. 

. "Can — can it be?"*' thought I. " Can grief have 
a desolation^ or remembrance an agony sufficient 
to create so awful a change ? And of all human 
beings, for that one to be singled out ; that one 
in whom passion and sin, were, if they existed, 
nipped in their earliest germ, and seemingly ren- 
dered barren of all fruit! If, tdo, almost against 
the evidence of sight and sense, an innate feeling 
has marked in that most altered form the traces 
of a dread recognition, would not his memory have 
been yet more vigilant than mine ? Am I so 
changed that he should have looked me in the 
face so wistfully, and found there nought save the 
lineaments of a stranger ?'' And actuated by this 
thought, I placed the light by the small mirror 
which graced my chamber. I recalled, as I 
gazed, my features as they had been in earliest 
youth. " No,'' I said, with a sigh, " there is 
nothing here that he should recognize.'' 

And I said aright : my features, originally small 
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and delicate, had grown enlarged and promi- 
nent. The long locks of my youth (for only 
upon state occasions did my early vanity consent 
to the fashion of the day) were succeeded by curls, 
short and crisped ; the hues, alternately pale and 
hectic, that the dreams of romance had once spread 
over my cheek, had settled into the unchanging 
bronze of manhood ; the smooth lip, and unshaven 
chin, were clothed with a thick hair ; the once un- 
furrowed brow was habitually knit in thought; 
and the ardent, restless expression that boyhood 
wore, had yielded to the quiet, unmoved counte- 
nance of one, in whom long custom has subdued all 
outward sign of emotion, and many and various 
events left no prevalent token of the mind, save 
that of an habitual, but latent resolution. My 
frame, too, once scarcely less slight than a wo- 
man^s, was become knit and muscular, and 
nothing was left by which, in the foreign air, the 
quiet brow, and the athletic form, my very mo- 
ther could have recognized the slender figure, 
and changeful face of the boy she had last be- 
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held. The very sarcasm of the eye was gone : 
aBid I had learnt the world^s easy lesson — to clothe 
bitterness within in the most rigid vesture of aii 
external composure. 

I have nc^^ one thing in others^ and it was 
particularly noticeable in me, viz. that few who 
mix very largely with men, and with the cour- 
tier's or the citiz^s design, ever retain the key 
and tone of their original voice. The voice of a 
young man is as yet modulated by nature, and ex^ 
presses the passion of the moment ; that of the 
matured pupil of art expresses rather the customary 
occupation of his life : whether he aims at persuad-* 
ing, convincing, or commanding others, his Voice ir- 
revocably settles into the key he ordinarily employs; 
and as persuasion is the means men chiefly employ 
in their commerce with each other, especially in 



the regions of a court, so a tone of artificial 
blandness and subdued insinuation, is chiefly that 
in which the accents of worldly men are 
clothed ; the artificial intonation long continued, 
grows into nature, and the very pith and basis 
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of the original sound fritter themselves away. The 
change was great in me, for at that time which 
I brought in comparison with the present, my age 
was one in which the voice is yet confused and 
undecided, struggling between the accent of 
youth and boyhood ; so that even this most 
powerful and unchanging of all claims upon the 
memory, was in a great measure absent in me ; 
and nothing but an occasional and rare tone could 
have produced even that faint, and unconscious 
recognition which the hermit had confessed. 

I must be pardoned these egotisms, which the 
nature of my story renders necessary. 

With what eager impatience did I watch the 
hours to the appointed interview with the hermit 
languish themselves away. However, before that 
time arrived, and towards the evening of the next 
day, I was surprised by the rare honour of a 
visit from Anselmo himself. He came attended 
by two of the mendicant friars of his order, and 
they carried between them a basket of tolerable 
size, which, as mine hostess afterwards informed 
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me, with many a tear, went back somewhat heavier 
than it came, from the load of certain receptacula, 
of that rarer wine, which she had had, the evening 
before, the indiscreet hospitality to produce. 

The abbot came to inform me that the hermit 
had been with him that morning, making many 
inquiries respecting me. ** I told him,'^ said he, 
^^ that I was acquainted with your name and 
birth, but that I was under a solemn promise not 
to reveal them, without your consent ; and I am 
now, here, my son, to learn from you whether 
that consent may be obtained ?'^ 

*' Assuredly not, holy father !" said I, hastily ; 
nor was I contented until I had obtained a renewal 
of his promise to that effect. This seemed to 
givie the abbot some little chagrin: perhaps the 
hermit had offered a reward for my discovery. 
However, I knew that Anselmo, though a griping, 
was a trustworthy man, and I felt safe in his 
renewed promise. I saw him depart with great 
satisfaction, and gave myself once more to conjec- 
tures respecting the strange recluse. 
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As, the next evening, I prepared to d6pdtl 
towards the hermitage, I took peculiar pains to 
give tfly pelrson a foreign and disguised appSear- 
ance. A loose dress, of rude and simple material, 
and a high cap of fur, were pretty successftil in 
^(ictomplishing this purpose. And as I gave the 
lai^ look at the glass before I left the hous^ I 
said, inly, " If there be any trdth in my wild 
Jttid improbable conjecture respecting the identity 
of the anchorite, I think iiitte and this dress are 
siilKcfent wizards to secure me from a chance of 
discovery. I will keep a gUard upon my Wdrrfs 
and toties, until, if my thought be verified, a 
inoment fit for unmaskiiig myself arrives. But 
wbuld to God that the thought be groundless ! 
In such circumstances, and after such an absenee^ 
to meet him ! No ; and yet Well, this meet- 
ing wiU decide.^ 
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CHAPTER IV 



The Solution of many Mysterieft— a dark View of the Life and 

Nattite of Man. 



PowEEFiTL, though Dot cle«rly developed in ittj 
own mind, was the motive whidi made me 96 
strongly desire to {ireserve the incognito during 
ttiy intervfew' with the hermit. I have before siEud, 
that I could not resist a vague, but intense belief, 
that he was a person whom I had long believed 
in the grave ; and I had more than once struggled 
against a dark, but passing suspicion, that that 
person was in some measure — mediately though 
not directly-i— ccHmected wkh the mysteries of my 
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former life. If both these conjectures were true, 
I thought it possible that the communication the 
hermit wished to make me, might be made yet 
more willingly to me as a stranger, than if he 
knew who was in reality his confidant. And, at 
all events, if I could curb the impetuous gushings 
of my own heart, which yearned for immediate 
disclosure, I might, by hint and prelude, ascer- 
tain the advantages and disadvantages of revealing 
myself. 

I arrived at the well : the hermit was already 
at the place of rendezvous^ seated in the same 
posture in which I had before seen him. I made 
my reverence, and accosted him. 

" I have not failed you, father.*" 

" That is rarely a true boast with men,**^ said 
the hermit, smiling mournfully, but without 
sarcasm ; ^^ and were the promise of greater avail, 
it might not have been so rigidly kept.**** 

" The promise, father, seemed to me of greater 
weight than you would intimate,'^ answered I. 

" How mean you P**^ said the hermit, hastily. 
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" Why, that we may perhaps serve each other 
by our meeting : you, father, may comfort me by 
your counsels ; I you, by my readiness to obey 
your request.^ 

The hermit looked at me for some moments, 
and, as well as I could, I turned away my face 
from his gaze. I might have spared myself the 
effort. He seemed to recognize nothing familiar 
in my countenance ; perhaps his mental malady 
assisted my own alteration. 

" I have inquired respecting you," he said, 
after a pause, ^^ and I hear that you are a learned 
and wise man, who have seen much of the world, 
and played the part both of soldier and of scho- 
lar, in its various theatres : is my information 
true ?"" 

" Not true with respect to the learning, father, 
but true with regard to the experience. I have 
been a pilgrim in many countries of Europe." 

" Indeed !''' said the hermit, eagerly. " Come 
with me to my home, and tell me of the wonders 
you have seen.*" 
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I assisted the hermit to rise^ and he walked 
^wly towards the cavern, leaning upon my arm. 
Oh, how that light touch thrilled through my 
frame ! How I longed to cry, " Are you not the 
one whom I have loved, and mourned, and be- 
lieved buried in the tombP^ But I checked 
myself. We moved on in silence. The hermit^s 
hand was on the door of the cavern, when he said, 
in a calm tone, but with evident effort, and turn- 
ing his face from me while he spoke, 

** And did your wanderings ever carry you into 
the farther regions of the north ? Did the fame 
of the great Czar ever lead you to the city he has 
founded ?^ 

" I am right — I am right !" thought I, as I 
answered. " In truth, holy father, I spent not 
a long time at Petersburgh ; but I am not a 
stranger either to its wonders, or its inhabi- 
tants.'' 

" Possibly, then, you may have met with the 
English favourite of the Czar, of whom 1 hear in 
my retreat' that men have lately spoken somewhat 
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largely ?'' The hermit paused again. We were 
now iu a long, low passage, almost in darkness. I 
scarcely saw him, yet I heard a convulsed movemept 
in his throat, before he uttered the remainder of 
the sentence. " He is called the Count Devereux.**** 

*^ Father," said I calmly, " I have both seen 
and known the man.'^ 

^< Ha !" said the hermit, utoiing , and he leant for 
a moment against the wall ; '' known him — and — 
how — ^how — I mean, where is he at this present 
time?'' 

** That, father, is a difficult question, respect- 
ing one who has led so active a life. He was am- 
bassador at the court of , just before »! 

left it." 

We had now passed the passage, and gained a 
room of tolerable size ; an iron lamp burnt within, 
and afforded a sufficient, but somewhat dim 
light. The hermit, as I concluded my reply, sunk 
down on a long stone bench, beside a table of the 
same substance, and leaning his face on his hand, 
so that the long, large sleeve he wore, perfectly 
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concealed Ills figures, said, >^ Pardon me, my 

breath is short, and my frame weak — I am quite 

exhausted — ^biit will speak to you more anon.'^ 
I uttered a short answer, and drew a small 

wooden stool within a few feet of the hermit's 

seat. After a brief silence he rose, placed wine, 

bread, and preserved fruits, before me, and bade me 

eat. I seemed to comply ^th liis request, and the 

apparent diversion of my attention from himself 

somewhat relieved the embarrassment under which 

he evidently laboured. ' 

*' Think you,**' he said, " that were my commis- 
sion to this — to the Count Devereux — you would 
execute it faithfully and with speed .^ Yet stay — you 
have a high mien, as of one above fortune, but 
your garb is rude and poor ; and if aught of gold 
could compensate your trouble, the hermit has 
other treasuries beside this cell.'' 

-" I will do your bidding, father, without rob- 
bing the poor.. You wish then that I should seek 
Morton Devereux— you wish that I should sum- 
mon him hither — you wish to see, and to confer 
with him !'' 
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** God of mercy: forbid ['^ ci|^ "fli^ hermit, imd 
with such vehemence that I was startled from the 
design of revealing myself, which' I was on the 
point of executing. " I would rather that these 
walls would crush me inito dust, or that this 
4K>lid stone would crumble beneath my feet — ^ay, 
even into a bottomless pit, than meet the glance of 
Morton Devereux.*" 

" Is it even so ?^' said I, stooping over the wine 
cup ; " ye have been foes then, I suspect.— Well, 
it matters not— tell me your errand, and it shall 
be done.*" 

" Done !'' cried the hermit, and a ne^, and cer- 
tainly a most natural suspicion darted within him, 
'* done ! and — ^fool that I am !— ^who, 6r what arc 
you, that I should believe you take so keen 
an interest in the wishes of a man utterly un- 
known to you ? I tell you that my wish is, that 
you should cross seas and traverse lands until you 
find the man I have named to you. WiU a stranger 
do this, and without hire— no— no — I was a fool, 

VOL. III. I 
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and wtXL tniit the mcxiks, and give gold, and then 
my errand will be sped.** 

"Father, or rathec, brother," said I, with a 
slow and firm voice, "for you are of mine own 
age, and you have the passion and the infirmity 
which make brethren of all mankind, I am one, 
to whom all places are alike : it matters not whe- 
ther I visit a northern, or a southern clime — I 
have wealth, which is sufficient to smooth toil — I 
ha\^ leisure, which makes occupation an enjoy- 
ment. More than this, I am one, who in my gay- 
est and wildest moments have ever loved mankind, 
and would have renounced at any time mine own 
pleasure for the advantage of another^ But at 
this time, above all others, I am most disposed to 
forget myself, and there is a passion in your words 
which leads me to hope that it may be a great 
benefit which I can confer upon you.*^^ 

" You speak well,'' said the hermit, musii^ly, 
" and I may trust you ; I will consider yet a little 
longer, and to-morrow at this hour, you shall hate 
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my final answer. If you execute the charge I en- 
trust to you, may the blessmg of a dying and most 
wretched man, cleave to you for ever !— But, 
hush-— the clock strikes — it is my hour of prayer.*" 

And pointing to a huge black clock that hung 
opposite the door, and indicated the hour of nine, 
the hermit fell on his knees, and clasping his 
hands tightly, bent his face ov^ them in the atti- 
tude of humiliation and devotion. I followed hi|s 
example. After a few minutes he rose*—^^ Once 
in every three hours,'' said he, with a ghastly ex-* 
predsion,/* for the last twelve years have I bowed 
my soul in anguish before Ood, and risen to fe^l 
that it was in vain— I am cursed without and 
within !'' 

" My father, my father, is this your faith in the 
mercies of the Redeemer who died for Man ?'" 

" Talk not to me of faith r cried the hermit^ 
wildly. " Ye laymen and worldlings know nothing 
of its mysteries, and its powers. But begone ! the 
dread hour is upon me, when my tongue is loosed, 
and my brain darkened, and I know not my words, 

1 2 
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and shudder at my own thoughts. Begone ! no 
human being shall witness those moments— they 
are only for God and my own soul/' 

So saying, this unhappy and strange being seized 
me by the arm and dragged me towards the pas- 
sage we had entered. I was in doubt whether to 
yield to^ or to contend with, him ; but there was a 
glare in his eye, and a flush upon his brow, which, 
while it betrayed the dreadful disease of his mind, 
made me fear that resistance to his wishes might 
operate dangerously upon a frame so feeble and 
reduced. I therefore mechanically obeyed him. 
He opened again the entrance to his rugged home, 
and the moonlight streamed wanly over his dark 
robes and spectral figure. 

" Gk)," said he, mcxe mildly than before — " go, 
and forgive the vehemence of one, whose mind and 
heart are alike broken within him. 60, but return 
to-morrow at sunset. Your air disposes me to 
trust you.*" 

So saying, he closed the door upon me, and 
I stood without the cavern alone. 
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But did I return home ? Did I hasten to press 
my couch in sleep, and sweet forgetfulness, while he 
was in that gloomy sepulture of the living, a 
prey to anguish, and torn by the fangs of mad- 
ness and a fierce disease? No— on the damp 
grass, beneath the silent skies, I passed a night, 
which I ween well, could scarcely have been less 
wretched than his own. My conjecture was now, 
and in full, confirmed. Heavens I how I loved 
that man— how, from my youngest years, had 
my souVs fondest affections interlaced them- 
selves with him ! — with what anguish I had wept 
his imagined death ! and now to know that he lay 
within those walls, smitten from brain to heart, with 
so fearful and mysterious a curse — to know, too, 
that he dreaded the i^ght of me— of me who would 
have laid down my life for his ! — the grave which I 
imagined his home, had been a mercy to a doom 
like this ! 

" He fears,'' I murmured, and I wept as I said 
it, "to look on one who would watch over, and 
sooth, and bear with him, with more than a 
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woman^s love By what awful fate has this calamity 
fallen on one so holy and so pure ? or by what 
pre-ordered destiny did I come to these solitudes,^ 
to find at the same time a new charm for the 
earth, and a spell to change it again into a desert 
and a place of woe f^ 

All night I kept vigil by the cav^, and listened 
y if I could catch moan or sound ; but every thing 
. was silent : the thick walls of the rock, kept 
even the voice of despair from my ear. The day 
dawned, and I retired among the trees, lest be 
might come out unawares and see me. At sun- 
rise I saw Ipm, appear for a few moments, and 
again retire, and I then hastened home, exhausted 
and wearied by the internal conflicts of the night, 
to gather coolness and composure for the ensuing 
interview, which I contemplated at once with 
eagerness and dread. 

At the appointed hour, I repaired to the cavern: 
the. door was partially closed ; I opened it after 
hearing no answer to my knock, and walked 
gently along the passage ; but I heard shrieks, 
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and groans, and wild laughter, as I neared the 
rude chamber/ ' I paused for a moment, and then 
in terror and dismay entered the apartment. It 
was empty, but I saw near the clock a small door ; 
from within which the sounds that alarmed me 
proceeded. I had no scruple in opening it, and 
found myself in the hermit^s sleeping chamber ; 
a small dark room, where, upon a straw pallet, 
lay the wretched occupant in a state of frantic 
delirium. I stood mute and horror-struck, whUe 
his exclamations of frenzy burst upon my ear. 

" There — there I'' he cried, ** I have struck thee 
to the heart, and now I will kneel, and kiss those 
white lips, and bathe my hands in that blood. 
Ha !— do I hate thee ? — ^hate — ay — ^hate, abhor, 
detest. Have you the beads there ? — let me tell 
tl^em. Yes, I will go to the confessional— -con- 
fess? No, no— all the priests in the world 
could not lift up a soul so heavy with guilt. 
Help — ^help— help ! I am falling— falling— -there h 
the pit, and the fire, and the devils ! Do you hear 
them laugh?-— I can laugh too!— ha — ha— ha ! 
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Hush, I have written it all out, in a fair hand— he 
shall read it — and then, O God ! what curses he will 
heap upon my head ! Blessed St. Francis, hear 
me! Lazarus, Lazarus, speak for me !^^ 

Thus did the hermit rave, while my flesh crept 
to hear him. I stood by his bedside, and called 
on him, but he neither heard nor saw me. Upon 
the ground, by the bedVhead, as if it had dropt 
from under the pillow, was a packet sealed 
and directed to myself: I knew the hand-writing 
at a glance, even though the letters were blotted 
and irregular, and possibly traced in the first 
moment that his present curse fell upcm the 
writer. I placed the packet in my bosom : the 
hermit saw not the motion, he lay back on the bed, 
seemingly in utter exhaustion. I turned away, 
and hastened to the monastery for assistance. 
As I humed through the passage, the hermit^s 
shrieks again broke upon me, with a fiercer vehe- 
mence than before. I flew from them, as if they 
were sounds from the abyss of Hades. I flew till, 
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breathless, and half-senseless myself, 1 fell down 
exhausted by the gate of the monastery. 

The two most skilled in physic of the brethren 
were immediately summoned, and they lost not a 
moment in accompanying me to the cavern. All 
that eyening, until midnight, the frenzy of the 
maniac seemed rather to increase than abate. ^ But 
at that hour, exactly, indeed, as the clock struck 
twelve, he fell all at once into a deep sleep. 

Then for the first time, but not till the wearied 
brethren had, at this favourable symptom,^ per- 
mitted themselves to return for a brief interval 
to the monastery, to seek refreshment for them- 
selves, and to bring down new medicines for the 
patient — then, for the first time, I rose from the 
hermit^s couch by which I had hitherto kept 
watch, and repairing to the outer chamber, took 
forth the packet superscribed with my name. 
There aloiie in that grey vault, and by the sepul- 
chral light of the single lamp, I read what 
follows. 

i3 
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THE HERMITS MANUSCRIPT. 

" Morton Devereux, if ever this reach you, read 
it, shudder, and^ whatever your a£Sictions, bless 
Ood that you are not as I am. Do you remember 
my prevailing characteristic as a boy ? No, you do 
not. You will say, ' devotion !' It was not ! 
' Gentleness.' It was not— it was JEALOUSY I 
Now ^does the truth flash on you ? Yes, that was 
the disease that was in my blood, and in my heart, 
ismd through whose ghastly medium every living 
object was beheld. Did I love you ? Yes, I 
loved you — ay, almost with a love equal to your 
own. I loved my mother— I loved Gerald— I 
loved Montreuil. It was a part of my nature to 
love, and I did not resist the impulse. You I 
loved better than all ; but I was jealous of each. 
If my mother caressed you or Gerald — if you 
opened your heart to either, it stung me to the 
quick. I it was who said to my mother, < Caress 
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him not) or I shall think you love him better than 
me.' I it was who widened, from my veriest 
childhood, the breach between Gerald and yourself. 
I it was who gave to the childish reproach a venom, 
and to the childish quarrel a barb. Was this, love ? 
Yes, it was love ; but I could not endure that 
ye should love one another as ye loved me. It 
delighted me when one confided to my ear a com- 
plaint against the other, and said, ^ Aubrey, this 
blow could not have come from thee !' 

" Montreuil early perceived my bias of tem* 
per : he might have corrected it, and. with ease. 
I was not evil in disposition ; I was insensible of 
my own vice. Had its malignity been revealed to 
me, I should have recoiled in horror. Montreuil 
had a vast power over me ; he could mould me at 
his will. Montreuil, I repeat, might have saved 
me, and thyself, and a third being, better and 
purer than either of us was, even in his cradle. 
Montreuil did not : he had an object to serve, and 
he sacrificed our whole house to it. He found me 
one day weeping over a dog which I had killed, 
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* Why did you destroy it ?' he said ; and I an- 
swered, ^ Because it loved Morton better than 
me !^ And the priest said, < Thou didst right, 
Aubrey !' Yes, from that time he took advan- 
tage of my infirmity, and could rouse or cahn all 
my passions in proportion as he irritated or 
soothed it 

" You know this man^s object during the latta: 
period of his residence with us : it was the restorer 
tion of the House of Stuart. He was alternately the 
spy and the agitator in that cause. Among more 
comprehensive plans for effecting this object, was 
that of securing the heirs to the great wealth and 
popular name of Sir William Devereux. This was 
only a mmar mesh in the intricate web of his 
schemes ; but it is the character of the man to take 
exactly the same pains, and pursue the same labo- 
rious intrigues, for a small object as for a great one. 
Hii9 first impression, on entering our house, was in 
favour of Gerald ; and I believe he really likes hhn 
to this day better than either of us. Partly your 
sarcasms, partly Gerald^s disputes with you, 
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partly my representations — for I was jealous even 
of the love of Montreuil — ^prepossessed him against 
you. He thought, too^ that Gerald had more talent 
to serve his purposes than yourself, and more facility 
in being moulded to them ; and he believed our 
nucleus partiality to you far from being unalienable. 
I have said, that at the latter period of his resi« 
dence with us he was an agent of the exiled cause. 
At the time I now speak of, he had not entered 
into the great political scheme which engrossed 
him afterwards. He was merely a restless and 
aspiring priest, whose whole hope, object, ambi- 
tion, was the advancement of his order. He knew 
that whoever inherited, or whoever shared my 
uncle^s wealth, could, under legitimate regulation, 
promote any end which the heads of that order 
might seleict ; and he wished therefore to gain the 
mastery over us all. Intrigue was essentially woven 
with his genius, and by intrigue only did he ever 
seek to arrive at any end he had in view.* He 
soon obtained a mysterious and pervading power 

* It win be obflerved, that Aubrey frequently repeats former as- 
sertions ; this is one of the most customary traits of insanity.— £d. 
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over Gerald and myself. Your temper at once 
irritated him, and made him despair of obtaining 
an ascendant over oae who, though he testified in 
diildhood none of the talents for which he has 
since been noted, testified, nevertheless, a shrewd, 
penetrating, and sarcastic power of observation 
and detection. You, therefore, he resolved to 
leave to the irregularities of your own nature, 
confident that they wouldr^-yield him the oppor- 
tunity of detaching your uncle from you, and 
ultimately securing to Gerald his estates. 

<^ The trial at school first altered his intentions. 
He imagined that he then saw in you powers 
which might be rendered availing to him : he con- 
quered his pride— a great feature in his character — 
and he resolved to seek your afiection. Your sub- 
sequent regularity of habits, and success in study, 
confirmed him in his resolution ; and when he learnt 
from my uncle's own lips that the Devereux estates 
would devolve on you, he thought that it would 
be easier to secure your affection to him than to 
divert that affection which my uncle had conceived 
for you. At this time, I repeat, he had no parti- 
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cular object in view ; none, at least, beyond that 
of obtaining, for the interest of his order, the 
direction of great wealth and some political in- 
fluence. Some time after — I know not exactly 
when, but before we returned to take our perma- 
nent abode at Devereux Court— a share in the 
grand political intrigue which was then in so many 
branches carried on throughout England, and 
even Europe, was confided to Montreuil. 

" In this, I believe he was the servant of his 
order, rather than immediately of the exiled house ; 
and I have since heard that even at that day he 
had acquired a great reputation among the profes- 
sors of the former. You, Morton, he decoyed 
not into this scheme before he left England : he 
had not acquired a sufiicient influence over you to 
trust you with the disclosure. To Gerald and 
myself he was more confidential. Gerald eagerly 
embraced his projects through a spirit of enter- 
prise—I through a spirit of awe and of religion. 
RELIGION ! Yes,— then,— long after,— now,— 
when my heart was and is the home of all withering 
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and evil passions, religion reigned, — reigns, over 
me a despot and a tyrant. Its terrors haunt me at 
this hour — ^they people the earth and the air with 
shapes of ghastly menace ! They — Heaven pardon 
me ! what would my madness utter ? Madness ? — 
madness ? Ay, that is the real scourge, the real 
fire, the real torture, the real hell of this fair earth ! 
*^ Montreuil, then, by difibrent pleas, won over 
Gerald and myself. He left us, but engaged us 
in constant correspondence. ^ Aubrey,^ he said, 
before he departed, and when he saw that I was 
wounded by his apparent cordiality towards you 
and Gerald — ' Aubrey,' he said, soothing me on 
this point, ^ think not that I tinist Gerald or the 
arrogant Morton as I trust you. You have my 
real heart and my real trust. It is necessary to 
the execution of this project, so important to the 
interests of religion, and so agreeable to the will of 
Heaven, that we should secure all co-operators ; 
but they, your brothers, Aubrey, are the tools of 
that mighty design — you are its friend.' Thus it 
was that, at all times when he irritated too sorely 
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the vice of my nature, he flattered it into second- 
ing his views; and thus, instead of conquering 
my evil passions, he conquered by them. Curses 

No, no, no ! — I will be calm. 

<< We returned to Devereux Court, and we 
grew from boyhood into youth. I loved you then, 
Morton. Ah! what would I not give now for 
one pure feeling, such as I felt in your love ? Do 
you remember the day on which you had extorted 
from my uncle his consent to your leaving us for 
the pleasures and pomps of London? Do you 
remember the evening of that day, when I 
came to seek you, and we sat down on a little 
mound, and talked over your projects, and you 
spoke then to me of my devotion, and my purer 
and colder feelings.^ Morton, at that very mo- 
ment my veins burnt with passion ! — at that very 
moment my heart was feeding the vidture fated to 
live and prey within it for ever ! Thrice did I 
resolve to confide in you, as we then sat together, 
and thrice did my evil genius forbid it. You 
seemed, even in your affection to me, so wholly 
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engrossed with your own hopes — ^you seemed so 
little to regret leaving me— you stung, so often 
and so deeply, in that short conference, that 
feeling which made me desire to monopolize all 
things in those I loved, that I said inly—* Why 
should I bare my heart to one who can so little 
understand it?^ And so we turned home, and 
you dreamt not of that which was then within me, 
and which was destined to be your curse and 
mine. 

" Not many weeks previous to that night, I had 
seen one whom to see was to love ! Love ! I tell 
you, Morton, that word is expressive of soft 
and fond emotions, and there should be another 
expressive of all that is fierce, and dark^ and un- 
relenting in the human heart ! — ^all that seems 
most like the deadliest and the blackest hate, and 
yet is not hate ! I saw this being, and from that 
moment my real nature, which had slept hitherto, 
awoke ! I remember well, it was one evening in 
the beginning of summer that I first saw her. 
She sat alone in the little garden beside the cot- 
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tage door, and I paused, and, unseen, looked over 
the slight fence that separated us, and fed my 
eyes with a loveliness that I thought, till then, only 
twilight or the stars could wear ! From that 
evening I came, night after night, to watch her 
from the same spot ; and every time I beheld her, 
the poison entered deeper and deeper into my 
system. At length I had an opportunity of being 
known to her — of speaking to her— of hearing her 
speak— of touching the ground she had hallowed 
)f entering the home where she dwelt ! 
I must explain ; I said that both Gerald and 
myself corresponded privately with Montreuil — 
we were both bound over to secresy with regard to 
you — and this, my temper, and Gerald^s coolness 
with you, rendered an easy obligation to both; — 
i gay my temper — for I loved to think I had a 
secret not known to another ; and I carried this re- 
serve even to the degree of concealing from Gerald 
himself the greater part of the correspondence be- 
tween me and the AbM, In his correspondence 
with each of us, Montreidl acted with his usual 
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•kill ; to Oerald, as the elder in years, the proner 
to enterprise, and the manlier in aspect and in char 
racter, was allotted whatever object was of real 
trust or importance. Gerald it was, who, under 
pretence of pursuing his accustomed sports, con- 
ferred with the various agents of intrigue who 
from time to time visited our coast ; and to me 
the Abbi gave words of endearment, and aflPected 
the language of more entire trust. * Whatever,' 
he would say, * in our present half mellowed 
projects, is exposed to danger, but promises not 
reward, I entrust to Gerald ; hereafter, far higher 
employment, under far safer and surer auspices, 
will be yours. We are the heads— -be ours the 
nobler occupation to plan — ^and let us leave to in- 
ferior natures, the vain and perilous triumph to 
execute what we design.^ 

" All this I readily assented to ; for, despite my 
acquiescence in Montreuil^s wishes, I loved not en- 
terprise, or rather I hated whatever roused me from 
the dreamy and abstracted indolence which was 
Qipst dear to my temperament. Sometimes, how- 
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ever, with a great show of confidence, Montreuil 
would request me to execute some quiet and un- 
important commission ; and of this nature was 
one which I received While I was thus, unknown 
even to the object, steeping my soul in the first in- 
toxication of love. The plots then carried on by 
certain ecclesiastics, I need not say extended, in 
one linked chain, over the greater part of the con- 
tinent. Spain, in especial, was the theatre of these 
intrigues ; and among the tools employed in exe- 
cuting them were some, who, though banished from 
that country, still, by the rank they had held in it, 
carried a certain importance in their very names. 
Foremost of these was the father of the woman I 
loved — and foremost, in whatever promised occu- 
pation to a restless mind, he was always certain 
to be. 

^^ Montreuil now commissioned me to seek out a 
certain Barnard, (an underlingin those secret prac- 
tices or services, for which he afterwards suffered, 
and who was then in that part of the country,) and 
to communicate to him some messages, of which he 
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was to be the bearer to this Spaniard. A thought 
flashed upon me— Montreuil^s letter mentioned, ac- 
ddentally , that the Spaniai*d had never hitherto seen 
Barnard:— could I not personate thelatter — deliver 
the messages myself, and thus win that introduction 
to the daughter which I so bumingly desired, and 
which, from the great and close reserve of the 
father^s habits, I might not otherwise effect ? The 
plan was open to two objections : one, that I was 
known personally in the town, in the environs of 
which the Spaniard lived, and he might therefore 
very soon discover who I really was ; the other, 
that I was not in possession of all the information 
which Barnard might possess, and which the Spa- 
niard might wish to learn ; but these objections had 
not much weight with me. To the first, I said 
inly, * I will oppose the most constant caution ; I 
will go always on foot, and alone — I will never be 
seen at the town it^lf— and even should the Spa- 
niard, who seems rarely to stir abroad, and who, 
possibly, does not speak our language — even should 
he learn, by accident, that Barnard is only another 
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name for Aubrey Devereux, it will not be before I 
have gained my object ; nor, perhaps, before the 
time when I myself may wish to acknowledge my 
identity.' To the second objection I saw a yet more 
ready answer. ' I will acquaint Montreuil at once,' 
I said, ^ with my intention ; I will claim his con- 
nivance as a proof of his confidence, and as an essay 
of my own genius of intrigue.' I did so ; the 
priest^ perhaps delighted to involve me so deeply, 
and to find me so ardent, in his project, consented. 
Fortimately, as I before said, Barnard was an un- 
derling—young—unknown — and obscure. My 
youth, therefore, was not so great a foe to my as- 
sumed disguise as it might otherwise have been. 
Montreuil supplied all requisite information. I 
tried (for the first time, with a beating heart and 
a tremulous voice), the imposition ; it succeeded — I 
continued it. Yes, Morton, yes ! — ^pour forth upon 
me your bitterest execration — ^in me — ^in your bro- 
ther — ^in the brother so dear to you — ^in the brother 
whom you imagined so passionless — so pure— so 
sinless— behold that Barnard — ^the lover— the ido- 
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latrous lover— the foe— the deadly foe— of Isora 
tf Alvarez !'* 

Here the manuscript was defaced for some pages, 
by incoherent and meaningless ravings. It seemed 
as if one of his dark fits of frenzy had at that time 
come over the writer. At length, in a more firm 

9 

and clear character than that immediately preced- 
ing it, the manuscript continued as follows : 

^^ I loved her, but even then it was with a fierce 
and ominous love*— (ominous of what it became.) 
Often in the still evenings, when we stood together 
watching the sun set — ^when my tongue trembled 
but did not dare to speak— -when all soft and sweet 
thoughts filled the heart and glistened in the eye 
of that most sensitive and fairy being — when my 
own brow, perhaps, seemed to reflect the same 
emotions— feelings, which I even shuddered to 
conceive, raged within me. Had we stood together, 
in those moments, upon the brink of a precipice, I 
could have wound my arms around her, and leapt 
with her into the abyss. Every thing but one 
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nursed my pas&ion — nature — solitude — early 
dreams— all kindled and fed that fire: Religion 
only combated it ; I laieW it was a crime to love 
any of eartib[*a creatures as I loved. I used the 
scburge and the fast— -I wept hot— burning tears'— ^ 
I prayed, and the intensity of my prayer appalled 
even myself, as it rose from, my maddened heart, 
in the depth and stillness of the lone night; but 
the fiame burnt hi^er and more scorchingly from 
the opposition ; nay^ it was the very knowledge 

« 

that my love was criminal, that made it assume so 
fearful and dark a shape. ' Thou art the cause of 
my downfal.from Heaven !' I muttered, when I 
looked upon Isora^s calm face — ^ thdu feelest it not, 
and I could destroy thee and myself^-myself the 
criminal — ^thee the cause of the crime !^ 

** It must have been that my eyes betrayed my 
feelings, that Isora loved me not — that she shrunk 
from me even at the first — why else should I not 
have cklled forth the same sentiments which she 
gave to you? Was not my form cast in a mould as 
fair as yours ? — did not my voice whisper in as 

VOL. III. K 
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sweet a tone ?— -did I not love her with as wild a 
love ? Why should she not have loved me ? I was 
the first whom she behdd— she would-— aj, per- 
haps she would have loved me, if you had not 
come and marred all. Curse yourself, then, that 
you were my rival !— curse yourself that you made 
my heart as a furnace, and smit my brain with 
frenzy— curse^—O, sweet Virgin, forgive me !— I 
know not— I know^not what my tongue utters or 
my hand traces i 

<^ You came, then, Morton, you came — ^you knew 
her—you loved her— she loved you. I learned that 
you had gained admittance to the cottage, and the 
moment I learned it, I looked on Isora, and fdt 
my fate, as by intuition : I saw at once that she 
was prepared to love you— I saw the very moment 
when that love kindled from conception into form 
—I saw — and at that moment my eyes* reeled and 
my ears rung as with the sound of a rushing sea, 
and I thought I felt a chord snap within my brahi) 
which has nev^ been united again. 

<< Once only, after your introduction to the cot- 
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tage, did I think of confiding to you my love and 
rivalship ; that was after one night when we met 
by the castle cave, and when your kindness touched 
and softened me, despite of myself. The day after 
that night I sought you, with the intention of com- 
municating to you all ; and while I was yet strug- 
gling with my embarrassmait, and the suffocating 
tide of my emotions, you pr^neditated me, by giv- 
ing me your confidence. Engrossed with yoiu* own 
feelings, you were not observant of mine ; and as 
you dwelt and dilated upon your love for Isora, all 
emotions, saye Aose of agony and of fury, vanished 
from my breast. I did not answer you then at 
any length, for I was too agitated to trust to pro- 
lix speech ; but by the next day I had recovered 
myself, and I resolved, as far as I was able, to 
play the hypocrite. ^ He cannot love her as I do !^ 
I said ; ' perhaps I may, without disclosure of my 
rivalship, and without sin in the attempt, detach 
him from her by reason.' Fraught with this idea, 
I collected myself — sought you — ^remonstrated with 
you— represented the worldly folly of your love, 

X 2 
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and uttered all that prudence preaches — ^m raiD^ 
when it preaches against passion. 

^^ Let me be brief. I saw that I made no im- 
pression on 70U — I stifled my wrath — I continued 
to visit and watch Isora. I timed my opportuni- 
ties well — ^my constant knowledge of your motions 
allowed me to do that ; besides, I represented to 
the Spaniard the necessity, through political mo- 
tives, of concealing mysdf from you ; benoe, we 
never encountered each othen One evening, Al- 
varez had gone out to meet one of his countrym^ 
and confederates. I found Isora alone, in the most 
sequestered part of the garden, — I found her alone ; 
and her loveliness, and her exceeding gentleness of 
manner, melted me. For the first time audibly, my 
heart spoke out, and I told her of my idolatry. 
Idolatry ! — ay, that is the only word, since it sig- 
nifies both worship and guilt. She heard me ti- 
midly, gently, coldly. She spoke-r-and I found 
confirmed, from her own lips, what my reason had. 
before told me — ^that there was no hope for me. 
The iron that entered, also roused, pay heart 
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' Enough !' I cried fiercely, ' you love this Morton 
Devereux, and for him I am scorned.^ Isora 
blushed and trembled, and all my senses fled from 
me. I scarcely know in what words my rage and 
my despair clothed themselves ; but I know that I 
divulged myself to her — I know that I told her I 
was the brother — ^the rival — the enemy of the man 
she loved, — I know that I uttered the fiercest and 
the wildest menaces and execrations^I know that 
my vehemence so overpowered and terrified her, 
that her mind was scarcely less clouded — ^less lost, 
rather, than my own. At that moment, your 
horsed hoofs were heard ; Isora^s eye brightened, 
and her mien grew firm. < He comes,^ she said, 
* and he will protect me !' — ^ Hark !' I said, sink- 
ing my voice, and, as my drawn sword flashed in 
one hand, the other grasped her arm with a savage 
force — ^ hark, woman V I said — and an oath of tlie 
blackest fury accompanied my threats—* swear that 
you will never divulge to Morton Devereux who is 
his real rival — ^that you will never declare to him, 
nor to any one else, that Barnard and Aubrey De- 
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▼ereux are the same—swear this, or / sweax (and 
I repeated, with a solemn vehemence, that dread 
oath), that I will stay here— that I will confitmt 
my rival — that, the moment he beholds me, I wiU 
plunge this sword in his bosom^ — and that, before 
I perish myself, I will hasten to the town, and will 
utter there a secret which will send your father to 
the gallows— now, your choice ?* 

** Morton, you have often praised, my uncle 
has often jested at, the womanish softness of my 
face. There have been moments when I have 
seen that face in the glass, and known it not, but 
started in wild affiright, and fancied that I beheld 
a demon; perhaps in that moment this change 
was over it. Slowly Isora gazed upon me — slowly 
blanched into the hues of death grew her cheek 
and lip— slowly that lip uttered the oath I en- 
joined. I released my gripe, and she fell to the 
earth, sudden and stunned as if struck by light- 
ning. I stayed not to look on what I had done 
— I heard yoiu" step advance — I fled by a path 
that led from the garden to the beach— «nd I 
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reached my h<Hne without retaining a single 
recollection of the space I had traversed to attain 
it 

<^ Despite of the night I pal^d — a night which 
I will leave you to imagine — ^^I rose the next 
nioming with a burning interest to learn from 
you what had passed after my flight, and with a 
pow^9 peculiar to the stc»iniest passions, of an 
outward composure while I listened to the recital. 
I saw that I was safe, and I heard, with a joy 
so rapturous^ that I question whether even Isora^s 
assent ixy my love would have given me an equal 
transport, that she had rejected you. I uttered 
some advice to you common-place enoughf-— it dis- 
pleased you, and we separated. 

« That evening, to my surprise, I was privately 
visited by Montreuil. He had some designs in 
hand, which brought him from France into the 
neighbourhood, but which made him desirous of 
concealment. Ke soon drew from me my secret ; 
it is marvellous, indeed, what power he had of 
penetrating, ruling, moulding my feelings and my 
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thoughts. He wished, at that time, a communi- 
cation to be made, and a letter to be given, to 
Alvarez. I could not execute this conunission 
personally, for you had informed me of your in- 
tention of watching if you could not discover or 
meet with Barnard, and I knew you were absent 
from home on that very purpose. Nor was Mon- 
treuil himself desirous of incurring the risk of 
being seen by you— you over whom, sooner or later, 
he then trusted to obtain a power equal to that 
which he held over your brothers. Gerald then 
was chosen to execute the commission. He did 
so — he met Alvarez for the first and the only time 
on the beach, by the town of ■ You saw 

him, and imagined you beheld the real Barnard. 

" But I anticipate — for you did not inform me of 
that occurrence, nor the inference you drew from it, 
till afterwards. You returned, however, after 
witnessing that meeting, and for two days your 
passions (passions which, intense and fierce as 
mine, show that under similar circumstances, you 
might have been equally guilty) terminated in 
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fever. You were confiAed to your bed for three 
or four dajs ; meanwhile I took advantage of the 
event. Montreuil suggested a plan which I rea- 
dily embraced. I sought the Spaniard, and told 
him in confidence that you were a suitor — but a 
suitor upon the most dishonourable terms — to his 
daughter. I told him, moreover, that you meant, 
in order to deprive Isora of protection, and abate 
any obstacles resulting from her pride, to betray 
Alvarez, whose schemes you had detected, to the 
government. I told him that his best and most 
prudent, nay, his only chance of safety for Isora 
and himself, was to leave his present home, and 
take refuge in the vast mazes of the metropolis. 
I told him not to betray to you his knowledge of 
your criminal intentions, lest it might needlessly 
eicasperate you. I furnished him wherewithal to 
repay you the sum which you had lent him, and 
by which you had commenced his acquaintance ; 
and I dictated to him the very terms of the note 
in which the sum was to be enclosed. After this 
I felt happy. You were separated from Isora — 
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she might forget you-^ybu might forget her. I 
was possessed of the secret of her father^s present 
retreat— I might seek it at my pleasure, and ulti- 
ttiately— so hope whispered— prosper itnny love. 
" Some time afterwards you mentioned your 
suspicions of Gerald ; I did not corroborate, but 
I did not seek to destroy them. * They already 
hate each other,^ I said : * can the hate be greater ? 
nleanwhile, let it divert suspicion from me !^ Gerald 
knew of the agency of the real Barnard, though he 
did not know that I had assumed the name of that 
person. When you taxed him with his knowledge 
of the tnan, he was naturally confused. You inter- 
preted that confusion into the fact of being your rival, 
while in truth it arose from his belief that you had 
possessed yourself of his political schemes. Men- 
treuil, who had lurked chiefly in the islet oppo- 
site * the Castle Cave,' had returned to France on 
' the satae day that Alvarez repaired to London. 
Previous to this, we had held some conferences to- 
gether upon my love. At first he had opposed 
and reasoned with it ; but, startled and astonished 
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by the intensity with whic^h it poeaedsed me, he 
gave way to my vehemence at last I have said 
that I had adopted his advice in one instance. 
The fact of having received his advice-^the advice 
of one so pious— so free from human.passion— so 
devoted to one object, which appeared to him, the 
cause of Religion— <adyice, too, in a love so fiery 
and overwhelming ;*-that fact made me think my- 
self less criminal than I had done before. He 
advised me yet further. < Do not seek Isora,^ 
he said, < till some time has elapsed — ^till her new. 
bom love for your brother has died away— till 
the impression of fear you have caused in her is 
somewhat e£Paced— till time and absence too, have 
done their work in the mind of Morton, and you 
will no longer have for your rival, not only a 
brother, but a man of a fierce, resolute, and un- 
relenting temper.^ 

** I yielded to this adyice — partly because it pro- • 
mised so fair ; partly because I was not systema- 
tically vidous, and I wished, if possible, tp -do- f ' 
away with our rivalship; and principally because ^ 
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I knew, in the meanwhile, that if I was deprived of 
her presence, so also were you ; and jealousy with 
me was a far more intolerable and engrossing pas- 
fiicm, than the very love from which it sprung. So 
time past on — ^you affected to have conquered your 
attachment ; you affected to take pleasure in leyity, 
and the idlest pursuits of worldly men. I saw 
deeper into your heart. For the moment I enter- 
tamed the passion of love in my own breast, my 
eyes became gifted with a second vision to pene- 
trate the most mysterious and hoarded secrets in 
the love of others. 

^^ Two circumstances of importance happened 
before you left Devereux Court for London ; the 
one was the introduction to your service of Jean 
Desnuprais, the second was your breach with Mon- 
treuil. I speak now of the first. A very early friend 
did the priest possess, bom in the same village as 
himself, and in the same rank of life; hehadreceived 
a good education, and possessed natural genius. At 
a time when, from some fraud in a situation of trust 
which he had held in a French nobleman^s family* 
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he was in destitute and desperate circumstances^ 
it occurred to Montreuil to provide for him by 
placing him in our family. Some accidental and 
frivolous remark of yours, which I had repeated 
in my correspondence with Montreuil, as illustra- 
tive of your manner, and your affected pursuits at 
that time, presented an opportunity to a plan be- 
fore conceived. Desmarais came to England in a 
smuggWs vessel, presented himself to you as a 
sa-vant, and was accepted. In this plan Mon- 
treuil had two views-— first, that of securing Des- 
marais a place in England, tolerably profitable to 
himself, and convenient for any plot or scheme 
which Montreuil might require of him in this coun- 
try ; secondly, that of setting a perpetual and most 
adroit spy upon all your motions. 

" As to the second occurrence to which I have 
referred, viz. your breach with Montreuil— ^^ 

Here Aubrey, with the same terrible distinct- 
ness which had characterised his previous details, 
and which shed a double horror over the contrast 
of the darker and more frantic passages in the ma- 



306 DEVEBEUX. 

nuscript, related what the reader will rem^oiber 
Oswald had narrated before, respecting the letter 
he had brought from Madame de Balzac. It 
seems that Montreuil^s abrupt appearance in the 
hall had been caused by Desmarais, who had re- 
cognised Oswjold, on his dismounting at the gate, 
and had previously known that he was in the em- 
ployment of the Jansenisticalin/n^t^onto, Madame 
de Balzac. 

Aubrey proceeded then to say that Montreuil, 
invested with far more direct authority and power 
than he had been hitherto, in the projects of that 
wise order whose doctrines he had so darkly per- 
verted, repaired to London ; and that soon after my 
departure for the same place, Gerald and Aubrey left 
Devereux Court in company with each other ; but 
Gerald, whom very trifling things diverted from 
any project, however important, returned to De- 
vereux Court, to accomplish the prosecution of 
some rustic am&wr^ without even reaching London. 
Aubrey, on the contrary, had proceeded to the 
metropolis, sought the suburb in which Alvarez 
lived, procured, in order to avoid any pro- 
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bable chance of meeting me, a lodging in the same 
obscure quarter, and had renewed his suit to 
Isora. The reader is abready in possessl6n of the 
ill success which attended it. Aubrey had at last 
confessed his real name to the father. The Spar 
niard was dazzled by the prospect of so honourable 
an alliance for his daughter. From both came 
Isora'^s persecution, but in both was it resisted. 
But this has been before said ;* and passing over 
passages in the manuscript, of the most stormy 
incoherence and the most gloomy passion, I come 
to what follows :— 

^< I learnt then from Desmarais, that you had 
taken away her and the dying father ; that you 
had placed them in a safe and honourable home. 
That man^ so implicitly the creature of Mon- 
treuil, or rather of his own interest, with which 
Montreuil was identified, was easily induced to 
betray you also to me — me whom he imagined, 
moreover, utterly the tool of the priest, and of 
whose torturing interest, in this peculiar disdo- 

• See Volume I. page 297 
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sure, he was not at that time aware. I visited 
Isora in her new abode, and again and again she 
trembled beneath my rage. Then, tar the second 
time, I attempted force. Ha ! ha f Morton i I 
think I see you now !— I think I hear your mut- 
tered curse I Curse on ! When you read this, 
I shall be beyond your vengeance — ^beyond human 
power. And yet I think if I were mere clay — 
if I were the mere senseless heap of ashes that the 
grave covers— if I were not the thing that must 
live for ever and for ever, far away in unimagined 
worlds, where nought that has earth^s life can 
come— I should tremble beneath the sod as your 
foot pressed, and your execration rung over it. 
A second time I attempted force — a second time I 
was repulsed by the same means — ^by a woman's 
hand and a woman's dagger. But I knew that I 
had one hold over Isora, from which, while she 
loved you, I could never be driven : I knew that 
by threatening your lifcy I could command her 
will, and terrify her into compliance with my own. 
I made her reiterate her vow of concealment ; and 
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I discovered, by some words dropping fi-om her 
fear, that she believed you already suspected me, 
and had been withheld, by her entreaties, from 
seeking me out. I questioned her more, and so^n 
perceived that it was (as indeed I knew before) 
Gerald whom you suspected, not me ; but I did 
not tell this to Isora. I suffered her to cherish a 
mistake profitable to my disguise ; but I saw at 
once that it might betray me, if you ever met and 
conferred at length with Gerald upon this point ; 
aiid I exacted from Isora a pledge, that she would 
efiectually and for ever bind you not to breathe a 
single suspicion to him. When I had left the 
room, I returned once more to warn her against 
uniting herself with you. Wretch, selfish, accursed 
wretch that you were, why did you sufier her to 
transgress that warning ? 

^^ I fled from the house, as a fiend flies from a 
being whom he has possessed. I returned at night 
to look up at the window, and linger by the 
door, and keep watch beside the*home which held 
Isora. Such, in her former abode, had been my 
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nightly wont. I had no evil thought or foul in* 
tent in this customary vigil — no, not one ! Strange- 
ly enough, with the tempestuous and overwhelm- 
ing emotions which constituted the greater part of 
my love, was mingled, — though subdued and 
latent-— a stream of the softest, yea, I might 
add, almost of the holiest tenderness. Often 
after one of those outpourings of rage, and me 
nace, and despair, I would fly to some quiet spot, 
and weep, till all the hardness of my heart was 
wept away. And often in those nightly vigils I 
would pause by the door and murmur, ^ This 
shelter, denied not to the beggar and the beggar's 
child, this would you deny to me, if you could 
dream that I was so near you. And yet, had you 
loved me, instead of lavishing upon me all your 
hatred and your contempt — ^had you loved me, I 
would have served and worshipped you as man 
knows not worship or service. You shudder at 
my vehemence now— I could not then have breath- 
ed a whisper to wound you. You tremble now at 
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the fierceness of my breast— *you would then rather 
have marvelled at its softness.^ 

" I was already mt my old watch when you en- 
countered me-p-you addressed me, I answered not 
*— you approached me, and I fled. Fled-— there- 
there was the shame, and the stmg, and the goad 
of my sentiments towards you. I am not natu«* 
rally'afraid of danger, though my nerves are some* 
times weak, and have sometimes shrunk from it. 
I have known something of peril in late years j 
when my frame has been bowed and broken — 
peril by storms at sea, and the knives of robbers 
upon land-<-and I have looked upon it with a quiet 
eye. But you, Morton Devereux, you I always 
feared. I had seen from your childhood others 
whose nature was far stronger than mine, yield and 
recoil at yours — I had seen the giant an4 bold 
strength of Gerald quail before your bent brow— 
I had seen even the hardy pride of Montreuil 
baffled by your curled lip, and the stem sarcsifitn 
of your glance — I had seen you, too, in your wild 
moments of ungovemed rage— and I knew that if 
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earth held one whose pasgions were fiercer than my 
own, it was you. But your passions were sustain- 
ed even in their fiercest excess— -your passions 
were the mere weapons of your mind — ^my passions 
were the torturers and the tyrants of mine. Your 
passions seconded your will— mine blinded and 
overwhelmed it. From my infancy, even while I 
loved you most, you awed me ; and years, in deep- 
ening the impression, had made it indelible. I could 
not confront the thought of your knowing all, and 
of meeting you after that knowledge. And this 
fear, while it unnerved me at some moments, at 
others only maddened my ferocity the more by the 
stings of shame and self-contempt. 

** I fled from you — ^you pursued — ^you gained 
upon me-^you remember now how I was preserv- 
ed. I dashed through the inebriated revellers 
who obstructed your path, and I gained my own 
lodging, which was close at hand ; for the same 
day on which I learned Isora'^s change of residence 
I changed my own, in order to be near it. Did I 
feel joy for my escape ? No— I could have gnaw- 
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ed the very flesh from my bones in the agony of 
my shame. < I could brave/ I said, ^ I could 
threat— ^I could offer violence to the woman who 
rejected me, and yet I could not face the rival for 
whom I am horned f At that moment a resolution 
flashed across my mind, exactly as if a train of 
living Are had been driven before it. Morton, I 
resolved to murder you, and in that very hour ! 
A pistol lay on my table — I took it, concealed it 
about my person, and repaired to the shelter of a 
large portico, beside which I knew that you must 
pass to your own home in the same street. Scarce- 
ly three minutes had elapsed between the reaching 
my house, and the leaving it on this errand. I knew, 
for I had heard swords clash, that you would be 
detained some time in the street by the rioters — 
I thought it probable also that you might still 
continue the search for me ; and I knew even that 
had you hastened at once to your home, you could 
scarcely have reached it before I reached my shel- 
ter. I hurried on — I arrived at the spot— I 
skreened myself and awaited your coming. You 
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came, borne in the anns of two men*-others fol- 
lowed in the rear — I saw your face destitute of the 
hue and aspect of life, and your clothes streaming 
with blood. I was horror-stricken. I joined the 
crowd— -I learnt that you had been stabbed, and 
it was feared mortally. ^ 

" I did not return home— no, I went into the 
fields, and lay out all night, and lifted up my 
heart to Ood, and wept aloud, and peace fell upon 
me— at least what was peace, compared to the tem- 
pestuous darkness which had before reigned in my 
breast. The sight of you, bleeding and insensible 
— «you against whom I had harboured a fratri- 
cide^s purpose— -had stricken as it were the 
weapon from my hand, and the madness from 
my mind. I shuddered at what I had escaped— 
I blessed God for my deliverance — and with the 
gratitude and the awe came repentance— and re- 
pentance brought a resolution to fly, since I could 
not wrestle with, my mighty and dread temptaticHi : 
—the moment that resolution was formed, it 
was as if an incubus were taken from my breast. 
Even the next morning I did not return home— 
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my anxiety for you was such that I forgot all cau- 
tion — I went to your house myself— I saw one of 
your servants to whom I was personally unknown. 
I inquired respecting you, and learnt that your 
wound had not been mortal, and that the servant 
had overheard one of the medical attendants say 
you were not even in danger. 

^^ At this news I felt the serpent stir again within 
me, but I resolved to crush it at the first — I would 
not even expose myself to the temptation of pass- 
ing by Isora'^s house — I went straight in search of 
my horse— -I mounted, and fled resolutely from the 
scene of my soul^s peril. * I will go,' I said, * to the 
home of our childhood — I will surround myself 
by the mute tokens of the early love which my 
brother bore me —I will tliink— while penance and 
prayer cleanse my soul from its black guilt — I wiU 
think that I am also making a sacrifice to that 
brother.'^ 

" I returned then to Devereux Court, and I re- 
served to forego all hope— all persecution of Isora ! 
My brother— my brother, my heart yearns to you 



216 DEVEEEUX. 

ftt this moment, even though years and distance, 
and above all, my own crimes, place a gulf between 
us which I may never pass, — ^it yearns to you when 
I think of those quiet shades, and the scenes where, 
pure and unsullied, we wandered together, when 
life was all verdure and freshness, and we dreamt 
not of what was to come ! If even now my heart 
yearns to you, Morton, when I think of that home 
and those days, believe that it had some softness 
and some mercy for you then. Yes, I repeat, I 
resolved to subdue my own emotions, and inter- 
pose no longer between tsora and yourself. Full 
of this determination, and utterly melted towards 
you, I wrote you a long letter, such as we would 
have written to each other in our first youth. Two 
days after that letter, all my new purposes were 
swept away, and the whole soil of evil thoughts 
which they had covered, not destroyed, rose again 
as the tide flowed from it, black and rugged as 
before. 

-" The very night on which I had" writ that 
letter, came Montreuil secretly to my chamber. 
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he had been accusfx)med to visit Gerald by stealth, 
and at sudden moments ; and there was something 
almost supernatural in the manner - in which he 
ieemed to pass from place to place, unmolested and 
unseen. He had now conceived a villainous 
project: and he had visited Devereux Court in 
order to ascertain the likelihood of its success ; he 
there found that it was necessary to involve me in 
his scheme. My nucleus physician had said pri- 
vately that Sir William could not live many 
months longer. Either from Gerald or my mother, 
Montreuil learned this fact ; and he was resolved^ 
if possible, that the family estates should not glide 
from all chance of his influence over them into 
vour possession. Montreuil was literally as poor 
as the rigid law of his order enjoins its disciples to 
be ; all his schemes required the disposal of large 
sums, and in no private source could he hope for 
such pecuniary power as he was likely to find in 
the coflFers of any member of our family — yourself 
only excepted. It was this man's boast to want, 
and yet to command, all things ; and he was now 
Vol. III. 1 
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detennined that if any craft, resolution, or guilt, 
oould occasion the transfer of my uncle^s wealth 
ttom you to Oerald or to myself, it should not be 
wanting. 

Now th^i he found the advantage of the dissen- 
sions with each other, which he had either sown or 
mellowed in our breasts. He came to turn those 
wrathful thoughts which when he last saw me I had 
expressed towards you, to the favour and success of 
his design. Hefound my mind strangely altered, but 
he affected to applaud the change. He questioned 
me respecting my uncle's health, and I told him 
what had really occurred, viz. : that my uncle had 
<Mi the p*eceding day, read over to me some part 
of a will which he had just made, and in which the 
vast bulk of his property was bequeathed to you. 
At this news Montreuil must have perceived at once 
the necessity of winning my consent to his project, 
for since I had seen the actual testament, bo 
fraudulent transfer of the property therein be- 
queathed could take place without my knowledge 
that some fraud had been recurred to. MontreuS 
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knew me well— -he knew that avarice, that plea- 
sure, that ambition, were powerless words with 
me, producing no effect and affording no temp- 
tation ; but he knew that passion, jealousy^ spiri- 
tual terrors, were the springs that moved every 
part and nerve of my moral being. The two former 
then he now put into action — ^the last he held back 
in reserve. He spoke to me no further upon the 
subject he had then at heart ; not a word further on 
the disposition of the estates — he spoke to me only 
of Isora and of you; he aroused, by hint and in- 
sinuation, the new sleep into which all those emotions 
— ^the furies of the heart — ^had been for a moment 
lulled. He told me he had lately seen Isora — ^he 
dwelt glowingly on her beauty — he commended my 
heroism in resigning her to a brother whose love for 
her was little in comparison to mine— who had, in 
reality, never loved me — whose jests and irony had 
been levelled no less at myself than at others. He 
painted your person and your mind, in contrast to 
my own, in colours so covertly depreciating as to 
irritate more and more, that vanity with which 

l2 
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jealousy is so woven, and from which, perhaps (a 
Titan son of so feeble a parent) it is bom. He 
hung lingeringly over all the treasure that you 
would enjoy,— and that I — I, the first discoverer, 
had so nobly, and so generously relinquished. 

. " * Relinquished V I cried, ' no, I was driven 
from it, I left it not while a hope of possessing it 
remained.'* The priest affected astonishment.— 
* How ! was I sure of that ? I had, it is true, 
wooed Isora, but would she, even if she had felt do 
preference for Morton, would she have surrendered 
the heir to a princely wealth, for the humble love of 
the younger son ? I did not know women — ^with 
them all love was either wantonness, custom, or 
pride — ^it was the last principle that swayed Isora. 
Had I sought to enlist it on my side ? — ^not at all. 
Again, I had only striven to detach Isora from Mor- 
ton ; had I ever attempted the much easier task 

» 

of detaching Morton from Isora ? No, never ^ and 
Montreuil repeated his panegyric on my generoui 
surrender of my rights. I interrupted him ; * I 
had not surrendered — I never would surrender 
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while a hope remained. But, where was that 
hope, and how was it to be realized ?' After much 
artful prelude, the priest explained. He proposed 
to use every means to array against your union 
with Isora, all motives of ambition, interest, and 
aggrandizement. * I know Morton's character," 
said he, * to its very depths. His chief virtue is 
honour — ^his chief principle is ambition. He will 
not attempt to win this girl otherwise than by 
marriage, for the very reasons that would induce 
most men to attempt it, viz., her unfriended state, 
her poverty, her confidence in him, and her love, 
or that semblance of love, which he believes to be 
the passion itself. This virtue — I call it so, though 
it is none, for there is no virtue but religion — this 
virtue then will place before him only two plans 
of conduct, either to marry her or, to forsake her. 
Now then, if we can bring his ambition, that 
great lever of his conduct, in opposition to the first 
alternative, only the last remains ; I say that we 
can employ that engine in your behalf— rleave it 
to me, and I will do so. Then, Aubrey, in the 



223 DJKTEBEUX. 

moment of her pique — her resentment — her out- I 
raged vanity^ at being thus left, you shall appear : 
not as you have hitherto done, in menace and 
terror, but soft — subdued — ^with looks all love— 
with vows all penitence— vindicating all your past 
vehemence, by the excess of your passion, and 
promising all future tenderness by the influence 
of the same motive, the motive which, to a woman, 
pardons every error, and hallows every crime. 
Then will she contrast your love with your 
brother'^s — then will the scale fall from her eyes- 
then will she see what hitherto she has been 
blinded to, that your brother, to yourself, is a satyr 
to Hyperion— then will she blush and falter, and 
hide her cheek in your bosom.'—* Hold, hold !' 
I cried ; ^ do with me what you will, counsel, and 
IwiUactP'' 

Here again the manuscript was defaced by a 
sudden burst of execration upon Montreuil, fol- 
lowed by ravings that gradually blackened into 
the most gloomy and incoherent outpourings of 
madness ; at length, the history proceeded. 



DEVESEUX. 283 

/ 

** You wrote to ask me to sound our uncle on 
the subject of your intended marriage. Montreuil 
drew up my answer, and I constrained myself, 
despite my revived hatred to you, to transcribe its 
expressions of affection ; my uncle wrote to you 
also : and we strengthened his dislike to the step you 
had proposed, by hints from myself disrespectful 
to Isora, and an anonymous communication dated 
from London, and to the same purport. All this 
while I knew not that Isora had been in your 
house ; your answer to my letter seemed to imply 
that you would not disobey my uncle. Montreuil, 
who was still lurking in the neighbourhood, and 
who, at night, privately met or sought me, affected 
exultation at the incipient success of his advice. 
He pretended to receive perpetual intelligence of 
your motions and conduct, and he informed me 
now, that Isora had come to your house on hear- 
ing of your wound ; that you had not (agreeable, 
Montreuil added, to his view of your character,) 
taken advantage of her indiscretion ; that immedi- 
ately on receiving your uncle^s, and my own let- 



294 DEVEBEUX. 

tera, you had separated yourself from her ; and I 
that, though you still visited her, it was appa- 
rently with a view of breaking off all connexion 
by gradual and gentle steps ; at all events, you 
had taken no measures towards marriage. ^ Now 
then,' said Montreuil, ^ for one finishing stroke, 
and the prize is yours. Your uncle cannot, you 
find, live long : could he but be persuaded to leave 
bis property to Gerald or to you,, with only a 
trifling legacy (comparatively speaking,) to Mor- 
ton, that worldly-minded and enterprising person 
would be utterly prevented, from marrying a 
pennyless and unknown foreigner. Nothing but 
his own high prospects, so utterly above the neces- 
sity of fortune in a wife, can excuse such a mea- 
sure now, even to his own mind ; , if, therefore, we 
can effect this transfe;- of property, and in the 
meanwhile prevent Morton from marrying, your 
rival is gone for ever, and with his brilliant advan- 
tages of wealth, will also vanish his merits in the 
eyes of Isora. Do not be startled at this thought ; 
there is no vice in it; I, your confessor^ your 
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tutor, the servant of God, am the last person to 
counsel, to hint, even, at what is cnminal ; but the 
end sanctifies all means. By transferring this 
vast property, you do not only ensure your object, 
but you advance the great cause of Kings, the 
Church, and of the Religion which presides over 
both. Wealth, in Morton's possession, will be use- 
less to this cause, perhaps pernicious : in your 
hands of in Gerald'^s, it will be of inestimable ser- 
vice. Wealth produced from the public should 
be applied to the uses of the public, yea, even 
though a petty injury to one individual be the 
price.' 

" Thus, and in this manner, did Montreuil 
prepare my mind for the step he meditated ; but 
I was not yet ripe for it. So inconsistent is guilt, 
that I could commit murder — ^wrong— almost all 
villainy that passion dictated, but I was struck 
aghast by the thought of fraud. Montreuil per- 
ceived that I was not yet wholly his, and his 
next plan was to remove me from a spot where 
I might check his measures. He persuaded me 

l3 
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to travel for a few weeks. ' On your return,^ 
laid he, < consider Isora yours; meanwhile, let 
change of scene beguile suspense.'' I was passive 
in his hands, and I went whither he directed. 

^^ Let me be brief here on the black fraud 
that ensued. Among the other arts of Jean 
Desmarais, was that of copying exactly any hand- 
writing. He was then in London, in your service : 
Montreuil sent for him to come to the neighbour- 
hood of Devereux Court. Meanwhile, the priest 
had fMmnured from the notary who had drawn up, 
and who now possessed, the will of my unsuspect- 
ing uncle, that document. The notary bad been 
long known to, and sometimes politically employed 
by Montreuil, for he was half-brother to that 
Oswald, whom I have before mentioned as the 
early comrade of the priest and Desmarais. This 
circumstance, it is probable, first induced Mon- 
treiiil to contemplate the plan of a substituted 
will. , Before Desmarais arrived, in order to copy 
those parts of the will which my nucleus humour 
had led him to write in his own hand, you, 
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alarmed by a letter from my uncle, came to the 
Court, and on the same day Sir William (taken 
ill the preceding evening) died. Between that day 
and the one on which the funeral occurred, the 
will was copied by Desmarais ; only Gerald's name 
was substituted for yours, and the forty thousand 
pounds left to him — a sum equal to that bestoi^ed 
on myself — ^was cut down into a legacy of twenty 
thousand pounds to you. Less than this, Montreuil 
dared not insert as the bequest to you ; and it is 
possible, that the same regard to probabiUties 
prevented all mention of himself in the substituted 
will. This was all the alteration made. My 
uncle*s writing was copied exactly ; and, save the 
departure from his apparent intentions in your 
favour, I believe not a particle in the effected 
fraud was calculated to excite suspicion. Imme- 
diately on the reading of the will, Montreuil 
repaired to me, and confessed what had taken 
place. 

" ' Aubrey,' he said, * I have done this for 
your sake partly ; but I have had a much higher 
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end in view than even your happiness, or my 
affectionate wishes to promote it. . I live solely 
for one object— the aggrandizement of that holy 
order to which I belong; the schemes of that 
order are devoted only to the interests of HeayeD, 
and by serving them, I serve Heaven, itself. 
Aubrey, child of my adoption and of my earthly 
hopes, those schemes require carnal instruments, 
and work, even through Mammon, unto the goal 
of righteousness. What I have done, is just 
before Ood and man. I have wrested a weapon 
from the hand of an enemy, and placed it in the 
hand of an ally. I have not touched one atom of 
this wealth, though, with the same ease with 
which I have transferred it frpm Morton to Gerald, 
I might have made my own private fortime. I 
have not touched one atom of it ; nor for you, whom 
I love more than any living being, have I cfone 
what my heart dictated. I might have caused 
the inheritance to pass to you. I have not done 
so. Why ? Because, then, I should have con- 
sulted a selfish desire at the expense of the interests 
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of mankind. Gerald is fitter to be the tool those 
interests require than you are. Gerald I have 
made that tool. You, too^ I have spared the 
pangs which your conscience, so peculiarly, so 
morbidly acute, might suffer at being selected as 
the instrument of a seeming wrong to Morton. 
All required of you is silence. If your wants 
ever ask more than your legacy, you have, as I 
have, a claim to that wealth which your pleasure 
allows Gerald to possess. Meanwhile, let us 
secure to you that treasure, dearer to you than 
gold.' 

"If Montreuil did not quite blind me by speeches 
of this nature, my engrossing, absorbing passion, 
required little to make it cling to any hope of its 
fruition. I assented, therefore, though not with- 
out many previous struggles, to Montreuil's 
project, or rather to its concealment ; nay, I wrote 
some time after, at his desire, and his dictation, a 
letter to you, stating feigned reasons for my uncle's 
alteration of former intentions, and exonerating 
Gerald from all connivance in that alteration, 
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or abetment in th6 fraud you professed that it 
was your open belief had been committed. This 
was due to Gerald; for at that time, and for 
aught I know, at the presait, he was perfectly 
unconscious by what means he had attained his 
fnrtune ; he beUeved that your love for Isora had 
given my uncle offence, and hence yoiu: disin- 
heritance ; and Montreuil took effectual care to 
exasperate him against you, by dwelling on the 
malice which your suspicions and your proceedings 
against him, so glaringly testified. Whether 
Montreuil really thought you would give over 
all intention of marrying Isora upon your reverse 
of fortune, which is likely enough from his esti- 
mate of your character, or whether he only 
wiidied by any means, to obtain my acquiescence 
in a measure important to his views, I know not, 
but he never left me, nor ever ceased to sustain 
my fevered and unhallowed hopes, from the 
hour in which he first conununicated to me the 
fraudulent substitution of the will, till we re- 
paired together to London. Tliis we did not do, so 
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long as he could detain me in the country^ by as- 
surances that I should ruin all by appearing before 
Isora until you had entirely deserted her. 

"Morton, hitherto I have written as if my 
vems were filled with water, instead of the raging 
fire that flows through them, until it reaches my 
brain, and there it stops, and eats away all things 
— even memory, that once seemed eternal. Now I 
feel as I approach the consummation of— Har— 
of what— 4iy, of what ? Brother, did you ever, 
when you thought yourself quite alone — at night 
—not a breath stirring — did you ever raise your 
eyes, and see exactly opposite to you, a devil ! — 
a dread thing, that moves not, speaks not, but 
glares upon you with a fixed, dead, unrelenting 
eye ? — ^that thing is before me now, and witnesses 
every word I write. But it deters me not ! no, 
nor terrifies me. I have said that I would fulfil 
this task, and I have nearly done it ; though at 
time^ the grey cavern yawned, and I saw its 
rugged walls stretch — stretch away, on either 
side, until they reached hell ; and there I beheld 
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— ^but I will not tell you, till toe meet there! 
Now 1 am calm again— read on. 

'' We could not discover Isora, nor her home ; 
perhaps the priest took care that it should be so ; 
for at that time, what with his devilish whispers 
and my own heart, I often scarcely knew what I 
was, or what I desired ; and I sat for hours and 
gazed upon the air, and it seemed so soft and 
still, that I longed to make an opening in my 
forehead that it might enter there, and so cool 
and quiet the dull, throbbing, scorching anguish 
that lay like molten lead in my brain ; at length 
we found the house. * To-morrow,' said the 
Abbe, and he shed tears over me — for there were 
times when that hard man did feel ; -— ' to-morrow, 
my child, thou shalt see her — ^but be soft and 
calm.^ The morrow came ; but M ontreuil was 
pale, paler than I had ever seen him, and he 
gazed upon me and said, * Not to-day, son, not 
to-day ; she has gone out, and will not return 
till nightfall.' My brother, the evening came, 
and with it came Desmarais ; he came in terror 
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and alarm. ^ The villain Oswald/ he said, * has 
betrayed all ; he drew me aside and told me so. 
* Harkye, Jean,' he whispered, * harkye— your 
master has my brother's written confession, and the 
real will; but I have provided for your safety, 
and if he pleases it, for Montreuil's. The packet is 
not to be opened till the seventh day — fly before 
then.' But I know,' added Desmarais, * where the 
packet is placed ;' and he took Montreuil aside, 
and for awhile I heard not what they said ; but 
I did overhear Desmarais at last, and I learnt 
that it, was your bridal night 

" What felt I then ? The same tempestuous 
fury — the same whirlwind and storm of heart that 
I had felt before, at the mere anticipation of such 
an event ? No ; I felt a bright ray of joy flash 
through me. Yes, joy ; but it was that joy which 
a conqueror feels when he knows his mortal foe is 
in his power, and when he dooms that enemy to 
death. ^They shall perish — and on this night,' I 
said inly. * I have sworn it — I swore to Isora that 
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the bridal couch should be stained with Uood, 
and I will keep the oath !^ I approached the pair 
—they were discussing the means for obtaining 
the packet Montreuil urged Desmarais to pur- 
loin it from the place where you had deposited it, 
and then to abscond ; but to this plan Desmarais 
was vehemently opposed. He insisted that there 
would be no possible chance of his escape from a 
search so scrutinizing as that which would neces- 
sarily ensue, and he was evidently resolved not 
iUone to incur the danger of the theji. <The 
Count,' said he < saw that I was present when he 
put away the packet. Suspicion will fall solely 
on me. Whither should I fly? No— I will 
serve you with my talents, but not with my life.' 
* Wretch !' said Montreuil, * if that packet is 
opened, thy life is already gone.' — *Yes,' said 
Desm^ais ; ^ but we may yet purloin the papers, 
and throw the guilt upon some other quarter. 
What if I admit you when the Count is abroad ? 
What if you steal the packet, and carry away 
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other articles of more seeming value ? What, too, 
if you wound me in the arm or the breast, and I 
coin some terrible tale of robbers, and of my re- 
sistance, could we not manage then to throw sus- 
picion upon common housebreakers — nay, could 
we not throw it upon Oswald himself ? ' Let us 
silence that traitor by death, and who shall con- 
tradict our tale? No danger shall attend this 
plan. I will give you the key of the escritoire— 
the theft will not be the work of a moment."* 
Montreuil at first demurred to this proposal, 
but Desmarais was, I repeat, resolved not to 
incur the danger of the theft alone ; the stake 
was great, and it was not MontreuiPs nature to 
shrink from peril, when once it became neces- 
sary to confront it. ^ Be it so,^ he said, at last, 
^ though the scheme is full of difficulty and of 
danger : be it so. We have not a day to lose. To^ 
morrow the Count will place the document in some 
place of greater safety, and unknown to us-— the 
deed shall be done to-night. Procure the key of the 
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escritoire— admit me this night — I vn31 steal dis- 
guised into the chamber — I will commit the act firom 
which you, who alone could commit it with safety, 
shrink. Instruct me exactly as to the place where 
the articles you speak of are placed : I will abstract 
them also. See, that if the Count wake, he has no 
weapon at hand. Wound yourself, as you say, in 
some place not dangerous to life, and to-morrow, or 
within an hour after my escape, tell what tale you 
will. I will go, meanwhile, at once to Oswald-; I 
will either bribe his silence — ay, and his inmiediate 
absence from England— or he shall die. A death 
that secures our own self-preservation is excusable 
in the reading of all law, divine or human !^ 

'^ I heard, but they deemed me insensible : they 
had already begun to grow unheeding of my pre- 
sence. Montreuil saw me, and his countenance 
grew soft. ^ I know all,^ I said, as I caught hit 
eye which looked on me in pity, * I know all — 
they are married. Enough ! with my hope ceasei 
my love : care not for me.' 

^^ Montreuil embraced, and spoke to me in kind- 
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ness and in praise. He assured me that you had 
kept your wedding so close a secret, that he knew 
it not, nor did even Desmars^s, till the evening 
before — till after he had propol^ that I should 
visit Isora that very day. I know *pot, I care not, 
whether he was sincere in this. In whi^tever way one 
line in the dread scroll of his conduct be read, 
the scroll was written in guile, and in blood was 
it sealed. I appeared not to notice Montreuil or 
his accomplice any more. The latter left the 
house first. Montreuil stole forth, as he thought, 
unobserved ; he was masked, and in complete dis- 
guise. I, too, went forth. I hastened to a shop 
where such things were procured ; I purchased a 
mask and cloak similar to the priest's. I had heard 
Montreuil agree with Desmarais that the door of 
the house should be left ajar, in order to give 
greater facility to the escape of the former ; I re- 
paired to the house in time to see Montreuil enter 
it. A strange, sharp sort of cunning, which I had 
never known before, ran through the dark confu- 
sion of my mind. I waited for a minute, till it 
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was likely that Montreuil had gained your cham- 

ber ; I then pushed open the door, and ascended 

the stairs. I met no one— the moonlight fell 

around me, and its rays seined to me like ghosts, 

pale and shrouded, and gazing upon me with wan 

and lustreless eyes. I know not how I found your 

chamber, but it was the only one I entered. I 

stood in the same room with Isora and yourself— 

- ye lay in sleep — Isora'^s fac e O, God ! I 

know no more— no more of that night of horror — 

save that I fled from the house reeking with blood 

— a murderer — and the murderer of Isora ! 

" Then came a long, long dream. I was in a 
sea of blood — blood-red was the sky, and one still, 
solitary star, that gleamed far away with a sickly 
and wan light, was the only spot, above and 
around, which was not of the same intolerable dye. 
And I thought my eyelids were cut off, as those of 
the Roman consul are said to have been, and I had 
nothing to shield my eyes from that crimson light, 
and the rolling waters of that unnatural sea. And 
the red air burnt through my eyes into my brain, 
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and then tiiat also, methought, became blood ; and 
all memory— «11 images of memory — all idea — 
wore a material shape and a material colour, and 
were blood, too. Every thing was unutterably 
silent, except when my own shrieks rang oyer tl^ 
shoreless ocean, as I drifted on. At lastl fixed my 
eyes — the eyes which I might never close — upon 
that pale and single star ; and afta* I had gazed a 
little while, the star seemed to change slowly — 
slowly — ^until it grew like the pale face of that 
murdered girl, and then it vanished, utterly, and 

-r 

all was blood. 

'* This vision was sometimes broken — sometimes 
varied by others — but it always returned; and 
when at last I completely woke from it, I was in 
Italy, in a convent. Montreuil had lost no time 
in removing me from England. But once, shortly 
after my recovery, for I was mad for many months, 
he visited me, and he saw what a wreck I had 
become. He pitied me ; and when I told him I 
longed above all things for liberty— for the gre^i 
earth and the fresh air, and a removal from that 
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gloomy abode, he opened the convent gates, and 
blessed me, and bade me go forth. ^ All I require 
of you,^ said he, ^ is a promise. If it is under- 
stood that you live, you will be persecuted by in- 
quiries and questions, which will terminate in a 
conviction of your crime ; let it therefore be re- 
pcxted in England that you are dead. Consent 
to the report, and promise never to quit Italy, or 
to see Morton Devereux."* 

^^ I promised— and that promise I have kept ; 

but I promised not that I would never reveal to 

« 
you, in writing, the black tale which I have now 

recorded. May it reach you. There is one in 

this vicinity, who has promised to bear it to you ; 

he says he has known misery — and when he said 

sa, his voice sounded in my ear like yours ; and I 

looked upon him, and thought his features were 

cast somewhat in the same mould as your own— so 

I have trusted him. I have now told all. I 

have wrenched the secret from my heart in agonj 

and with fear. I have told all — ^though things, 

which I believe are fiends, have started forth firom 
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the grim walls around to forbid it— though dark 
wings have swept by me, and talons, as of a bird, 
have attempted to tear away the paper on which I 
write— though eyes, whose light was never dran^ 
from earth have glared on me — and mocking voices 
and horrible laughter have made my flesh creep, 
and thrilled through the marrow of my bones-— I 
have told all— I have finished my last labour in 
this world, and I will now lie down and die. 

^^AUBBET DevEEEUX.'' 

The paper dropped from my hands. What- 
ever I had felt in reading it, I had not flinched 
once from the task. From the first word even to 
the last, I had gone through the dreadful tale, 
nor uttered a syllable, nor moved a limb. And 
now a^ I rose, though I had found the being who 
to me had withered this world into one impassable 
desert— though I had found the unrelenting foe, 
and the escaped murderer of Isora — the object of 
the execration and vindictiveness of years — not one 
single throb of wrath— not one single sentiment of 

VOL. III. M 
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vengeance, was in my breast. I passed at once to 
the bedside of my brother; he was awake, but 
still and calm — ^the calm and stillness of exhausted 
nature. I knelt down quietly beside him. I took 
his hand, and I shrunk not fixim the touch, though 
by that hand the only woman I ever loved, had 
perished. 

" Look up, Aubrey f^ said I, struggling with 
tears which, despite of my most earnest effort, came 
over me; "look up, all is forgiven. Who on 
earth shall withhold pardon from a crime, which 
on earth has been so awfully punished ? Look up, 
Aubrey ; I am your brother, and I forgive you. 
You are right — ^my childhood was harsh and 
fierce; and had you feared me less, you might 
have confided in me, and you would not hsm 
sinned and suffered as you have done now. Fear 
me no longer. Look up, Aubrey, it is MortoB 
who calls you. Why do you not speak ? My 
brother, my brother— -a word, a single word, I im- 
plore you.^ 

For one moment did Aubrey raise his eyes— khk 
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moment did he meet mine. His lips quivered 
wildlj — I heard the death^rattl&-*he simk back, 
and his hand dropped from my clasp. My words 
had snapped aswider the last chord of life. Mer- 
ciful Heaven ! I thank thee that those words were 
the words of pardon. 



M 2 
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CHAPTER V. 



In which the History makes a gieat Stride towards the final Catas- 
traphe-i-The Betnm to Eng^d, and the Visit to a Devotee. 



At night, and in the thrilling forms of the 
catholic ritual, was Aubrey Devereux consigned 
to earth. After that c^emony I could linger no 
longer in the vicinity of the hermitage. I took 
leave of the abbot, and richly endowed his convent 
in return for the protection it had afforded to the 
anchorite, and the masses which had been said for 
his soul. Before I left Anselmo, I questi<xied 
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him if any fri^d to the hermit had ever, during 
his seclusion, held any qommunication with the 
abbot respecting him. Anselmo, after a little 
hesitation, confessed that a man, a Frenchman^ 
seemingly of no high rank, had several . times 
visited the convent, as if to scrutinize the 
habits and life of the anchorite ; he had de* 
clared himself commissioned by the hermit^fi rela« 
tives to make inquiry of him from time to time ; 
but he had given the abbot no clue to discover 
himself, though Anselmo had especially hinted 
at the expediency of being acquainted with some 
quarter to which he could direct any information 
of change in the hermit^s habits or health. This 
man had been last to the convent about two 
months before the present date; but one of the 
brothers declared that he had seen him in the 
vicinity of the well on the very day on which the 
hermit died. The description of this stranger 
was essentially different from that which would 
have been given of Montreuil, but I imagined 
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that if not the Abb6 himself, the strange was one 
in his oonfidence or his emjdoy. 

I now r^Mured to Rome, where I made themost 
extensive, though guarded inquiries after Mon- 
Creuil, and at length I learnt that he was lying 
concealed, or rather unnoticed, in England, under 
a disguised name; having, by friends, or by 
money, obtained therein a tacit connivance, though 
not an open pardon. No sooner did I leani 
this intelligence, than I resolved forthwith to de- 
part to that country. I crossed the Alp»— 
traversed France— ^and took ship at Calais for 
Dover. 

Behold me then upon the swift seas bent upon 
a double purpose — ^reconciliation with a brother 
whom I had wronged, and vengeuiee'^Hio, not 
vengeance, but jtMtiee against the criminal I had 
discovered ! No ! it was not revenge—it was no 
infuriate, no unholy desire of inflicting punish- 
ment upon a pa*sonal foe, which possessed me 
— it was a steady, calm, unwavering resolution, 
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to obtain justice against the profound and sys- 
tematized guilt of a villain who had been the 
bane of all who had come within his contact, 
that nerved my arm and engrossed my heart. 
Bear witness. Heaven, I am not a vindictive 
man! I have, it is true,. been extreme in hat- 
red, as in love ; but I have ever had the power 
to controul myself from yielding to its impulse. 
When the full persuasion of Gerald'^s crime reigned 
within me, I had thralled my emotion, I had 
curbed it within the circle of my own heart, 
though there, thus pent and self-oonsuming, it 
was an agony and a torture; I had resisted the 
voice of that blood which cried from the earth 
against a murderer, and which had consigned the 
solenm charge of justice to my hands. Year after 
year I had nursed an unappeased desire; nor 
ever,' when it stimg the most, suffered it to become 
an actual revenge. I had knelt in tears and in 
«)ftness by Aubrey's bed^ — I had poured forth my 
pardon over him — I had felt, while I did so, im>, 
not so much sternness as would have slain a worm* 
By his hand had the murtherous stroke been dealt 
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— 0D his soul was the crimson stain of that blood 
which had flowed through the veins of the gentlest 
and the most innocent of Code's creatures—and yet 
the blow was unavenged and the crime forgiven. 
For him there was a palliative, or eten a gloomy 
but an unanswerable excuse. In the confession 
which had so terribly solved the mystery of my 
life, the seeds of that curse, which had grown at 
last into madness, might be discovered evai in 
the first dawn of Aubrey'^s existence. The latent 
poison might be detected in the morbid fever of 
his young devotion — ^in his jealous cravings of af- 
fection — ^in the first flush of his ill-omened love, 
even before rivalship and wrath began. Then, 
too, his ^uilt had not been regularly organized 
into one cold and deliberate system — it broke 
forth in impetuous starts, in frantic paroxysms- 
it was often wrestled with, though by a feeble 
mind — ^it was often conquered by a tender, though 
a fitful temper — it might not have rushed into the 
last and most awful crime, but for the dammng 
instigation and the atrocious craft of one, who 
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(Aubrey rightly said) could wield and mould the 
unhappy victim at his will. Might not, did I 
say ? Nay, but for Montreuil^s accursed injSuence, 
had I not Aubrey's own word that that crime 
never would have been committed ? He had re* 
solved to stifle his love — ^his heart had already 
melted to Isora and to m&— he had already tasted 
the sweets of a virtuous resolution, and conquered 
the first bitterness of opposition to his passion. 
Why should not the resolution thus auspiciously 
begun have been mellowed into effect? Why 
should not the grateful and awful remembrance of 
the crime he had escaped continue to preserve him 
from meditating crime anew ? And (O, thought, 
which, while I now write, steals over me and 
brings with it an utterable horde of emotions) 
but for that all-tainting, all-withering influence, 
Aubrey's soul might at this moment have been 
pure from murder, and Isora, the living Isora,. by 
mv side. 

What wonder, as these thoughts came over me, 
that sense, feeling, reason, gradually shrunk and 

m3 



380 DETEBEUX. 

hardened into one stem resolve ? I looked as from 
a height over the whole conduct of Montreuil: 
I saw him in our early infancy with (beyond the 
general policy of intrigue) no definite motive, no 
fixed design, which might somewhat have lessened 
the callousness of the crime, not only fomenting 
dissensions in the hemrts of brothers— -not only 
turning the season of warm affections and yet of 
unopened passion, into strife and lancour — but 
4eii^g upon the inherent and reigning vice of our 
bosoms, which he should have seiased to crush-— 
in cnrder only by tiiat master vice tb weave our 
characters and sway our conduct to his will, 
whenever a cod-blooded and merciless policy re- 
quired us to be of that will the minions and the 
tools. Thus had he taken hold of the diseased 
jealousy of Ail1»*ey, and by that handle, joined to 
the latent spring of superstition, guided him on 
his wretched course of misery and guilt. Thus, 
by a moral irresolution in Gerald had he bowed 
him also to his purposes, and by an infantine ani- 
mosity between that brother and myself, held us 



DEVEBEUX. 251 

both in a state of mutual hatred which I shuddered 
to recal. Readily could I now perceive that my 
charges or my suspicions against Gerald, which, 
in ordinary circumstances, he might have dis- 
passionately come forward to disprove, had been 
represented to him by Montreuil in the light of 
groundless and wilful insults ; and thus he had 
been led to scorn that full and cool explanation 
wluch if it had not elucidated the mystery <^ my 
afflictions, would have removed the false suspicion 
of guilt from himself, and the real guilt of wrath 
and animosity from me. 

' The crime of the forged will, 'and the outrage 
to the dead and to myself, was a link in his woven 
guilt which I regarded the least. I looked rather 
to the black and the consummate craft by which 
Aubrey had been implicated in that sin ; and my 
indignation became mixed with horror when I 
saw Montreuil working to that end of fraud by 
the instigation not only of a guilty and unlawful 
passion, but of the yet more unnatural and terrific 
engine of frenzy— of a maniac^s despair. Over 
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the peace— the happiness — the honour— 'the virtue 
of a whole family, through fraud and through 
blood, this priest had marched onward to the 
goal of his icy and heartless ambition, unrelenting 
and unrepenting ; ^^ but not,^^ I said, as I clenched 
my hand till the nails met in the flesh, ^^ not for 
: ever unchecked and unrequited.'^'' 

But in what manner was justice to be obtained? 
A public court of law ? What ! drag forward the 
deep dishonour of my house — the gloomy and 
convulsive history of my departed brother— his 
crime and his insanity ? What ! bring tha his- 
tory» connected as it was with the fate of Isora, 
before the curious, and the insolent gaze of the 
babbling world ? Bare that awful record to the 
jests, to the scrutiny, the marvel and the pity of 
that most coarse of all tribimals — an English 
court of law ? and that most torturing of all ex- 
posures—the vulgar comments of an English 
public ? Could I do this ? Yea, in the sternness 
of my soul, I fdt that I could submit even to 
that humiliation, if no other way presented itself 
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by which I could arrive at justice. Was there 
no other way?— at that question conjecture 
paused — I formed no scheme, or rather, I formed 
a hundred and rejected them all ; my mind settled, 
at Tast, into an indistinct, unquestioned, but prophe- 
tic resolution, that whenever my path crossed Mou- ; 
treuil^s, it should be to the destruction of one of {»$ 
I asked not how, nor where, the blow was dealt ; 
I felt only a solemn and exultant certainty, that 
•whether it borrowed the sword of the law, or the 
weapon of private justice, mine should be the 
hand which brought retribution to the ashes of 
the dead, and the agony of the survivor. 

So soon as my mind had subsided into this 
determination, I suffered my thoughts to dwell 
upon subjects less sternly agitating. Fondly did 
I look forward to a meeting with Gerald, and d 
recx)nciliation of all our early and most frivolous 
disputes. As an atonement for the injustice my 
suspicions had done him, I resolved not to reclaim 
my inheritance. My fortune was already ample, 
and all that I cared to possess of the hereditary 
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estates, were the ruins of the old house, and the 
copses of the surrounding park ; these Gerald 
would in all likelihood easily yield to me : and 
with the natural sanguineness of my temperament, 
I already planned the reconstruction of the an- 
cient building, and the method of that solitary 
life in which I resolved that the remainder of my 
years should be spent. 

Turning* from this train of thought, I recurred 
to the mysterious and sudden disappearance of 
Oswald : that I was now easily able to account 
for. There could be no doubt but that Montreuil 
had (immediately after the murder,) as he declar- 
ed he would, induced Oswald to quit England, 
and preserve silence, either by bribery or by threats. 
And when I recalled the impression which the 
man had made upon me— an impression certainly 
not favourable to the exaltation or the rigid 
honesty of his mind— I could not but imagine 
that one or the other of these means Montreuil 
found far from difficult of success. The deli- 
rious fever into which the wounds and the scene 
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of that night had thrown me, and the long inter- 
Tal that consequently elapsed before inquiry was 
directed to Oswald, gave him every opportunity 
and indulgence in absenting himself from the 
country, and it was not improbable that he had 
accompanied Aubrey to Italy. 

Here I paused, in deep acknowledgment of 
the truth of Aubrey^s assertion, that ^< under 
similar circumstances, I might perhaps have been 
equally guilty.^ My passions had indeed been 
<^ intense and fierce as his own f ' and there was a 
dread coincidence in the state of mind into which 
each of us had been thrown by the event of that 
night, which made the epoch of a desolated exist- 
ence to bodi of us ; if mine had been but a pass- 
ing delirium, and his a confirmed and lasting 
diseais^ of the intellect, the causes of our malady 
had been widely different. He had been the 
criminal — / oiily the sufferer ! 

Thus as I leant over the deck, and the waves bore 
me homeward, after so many years and vicissitudes, 
did the shadows of thought and memory ftit across 
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me. How'seemingly apart, yet how closely linked 
had been the great events in my wandering and wild 
life. My early acquaintance with OBolingbroke, 
whom for more than nine years I had nof jseep, and 
who, at asuperfidal glanbe, would .seem to h^Tve exer- 
cised influence over my public rather than my pri^ 
vatelife — how secretly, yet howpowerfully had that 
circumstance led even to the very thoughts which 
now possessed me, and to the very object on which 
I was now bound. But for that circumstance, I 
might not have learnt of the retreat of Don Diego 
D** Alvarez in his last illness ; I might never 
have renewed my love to Isora ; and whatever had 
been her fate, destitution and poverty would have 
been a less misfortune than her union with me. 
But for my friendship for Bolingbroke, I might 
not have visited France, nor gained the favour 
of the Regent, nor the ill offices of Dubois, nor 
the protection and kindness of the Czar. I might 
never have been ambassador at the Court of — -, 
nor met with Bezoni, nor sought an asylum for a 
spirit sated with pomp and thirsting for truth, at 
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the foot of the Appenines, nor read that history 
(which, inde d, might thenneyerhayeocciirred,) that 
now rankled at my heart, urging my movements 
and colouring my desires. Thus, by the finest but 
the strongest meshes, bad the thread of my poli- 
tical honours been woven with that of my private 
afflictions. And thus, even at the licentious fes- 
tivals of the Regent of France, or the lifeless parade 
of the Court of , the dark stream of events had 
flowed onward beneath my feet, bearing me in- 
sensibly to that very spot of time, from which I 
now surveyed the past and looked upon the mist 
and shadows of the future. 

Adverse winds made the little voyage across the 
Channel a business of four days. On the evening 
of the last we landed at Dover. Within thirty 
miles of that town was my mother^s retreat ; and I 
resolved, before I sought a reconciliation with 
Gerald, or justice against Montreuil, to visit her 
seclusion. Accordingly, the next day, I repaired 
to her abode. 

What a contrast is there between the lives 
of human beings ! Considering the beginning 
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and the end of all mortal careers are the same, how 
wonderfully is the interval varied ! Some, the 
weeds of the world, dashed from shore to shore- 
all vicissitude — enterprise — strife -— disquiet ; 
others, the world'^s lichen— rooted to some peaceful 
rock— growing — flourishing— withering on the 
same spot,— scarce a feeling exercised — scarce 
a sentiment called forth — scarce a tithe of the 
.properties of their very nature expanded into 
action. 

There was an air of quiet and stillness in 
the red quadrangular building, as my carriage 
stopped at its porch, which struck upon me, like 
a breathing reproach to those who sought the 
abode of peace with feelings opposed to the spirit 
of the place. A small projecting porch was covered 
with ivy, and thence issued an aged portress in 
answer to my summons. 

" The Countess Devereux,^ said she, <* is now 
the superior of the society,'' (convent; they called 
it not), "and rarely admits any stranger." 

I gave in my claim to admission, and was 
ushered into a small parlour ; all there, too, was 
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still — the brown oak wainscottiiig — the huge 
chairs — the few aiitique portraits — ^the tminhcSfU^ 
aspect of the chamber —all were silently eloquent 
of quietude — but a quietude comfortless Imd 
sombre. At length, my mother appeared, I sprung 
forward — ^my childhood was before me — year*— 
care— change were forgotten — I was aboy again— • 
I sprung forward, and was in my mother^s em- 
brace ! It was long before recovering myself, I 
noted how lifeless and chill was that embrace, but 
I did so at last, dnd my enthusiasm withered at 
once. 

We sate down together, and conversed long and 
iminterruptedly, but our conversation was like 
that of acquaintances, not the fondest and closest 
of all relations — (for I need scarcely add that I 
told her not of my meeting with Aubrey, nor unde- 
ceived her with respect to the date of his death). 
Every monastic recluse that I had hitherto seen, 
even in the most seeming content with retirement, 
had loved to converse of the exterior world, and 
had betrayed an interest in its events— for my 



Si60 llEYBREUl. 

mother only^ worldly objects and interests seemed 
titterly dead. She expressed little surprise to see 
m&— little surprise at my alteration ; she only said 
that my mien was improved, and that I reminded 
her of my father ; she testified no anxiety to hear 
of my travels or my adventures-— she testified even 
no willingness to speak of herself — she described 
to me the life of one day, and then told me that 
the history of ten years was told. A close cap con- 
fined all the locks for whose rich luxuriance and 
golden hue she had once been noted — for here they 
were not the victim of a vow, as in a nunnery 
they would have been-— and her dress was plain, 
simple, and unadorned: save these alterations of 
attire, none were visible in her exterior — the torpor 
of her life seemed to have paralysed even time— 
the bloom yet dwelt in her unwrinkled cheek — ^tbe 
mouth had not fallen— the faultless features were 
faultless still. But there was a deeper stillness 
than ever breathing through this frame : it was as 
if the soul had been lulled to sleep — her mien 
was lifeless— her voice was lifeless — her gesture 
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was lifeless — ^the impression she produced was like 
that of entering some chamber which has not been 
entered before for a century. She consented to 
my request to stay with her all the day — a bed 
was prepared for me, and at sunrise the next 
mormng, I was folded o^ce more in the chilling 
mechanism of her embrace, and dismissed on my 
journey to the metropolis. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



The Retreat of a celebrated Man, and a Visit to a great Poet. 

I ARRIVED in town, and drove at once to Ge- 
rald'^s house : it was not difficult to find it, for in 
my young day it had been the residence of the 
Duke of — ^— ; and wealthy as I knew was the 
owner of the Devereux lands, I was somewhat 
startled at the extent and the magnificence of his 
palace. To my inexpressible disappointment, I 
found that Gerald had left London a day or two 
before my arrival, on a visit to a nobleman nearly 
connected with our family, and residing in the same 
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county as that in which Devereux Court was situ- 
ated. Since the fire which had destroyed all of 
the old house but the one tower which I had con- 
sideted as peculiarly my own, Gerald, I heard, 
had always, in visiting l^ estates, taken up his 
abode at the mansion of one or other of his neigh- 
bours ; {uid to Lord — — — 's house, I now re- 
solved to repair. My journey was delayed for a day 
or two, by accidentally seeing at the door of the 
hotel, to which I drove from Gerald'^s house, the 
favourite servant of Lord Bolingbooke. This cir- 
cumstance revived in me, at once, alL my attach- 
ment to that personage, and hearing he was at his 
country house, withm a few miles from town, I 
resolved the next morning to visit him. It was 
not only that I ccmtemplated with an eager, yet a 
mdancholy.interest, an interview with one^hoee 
blazing career I had long watched, and whose 
letters (for, during the years we had been palled, 
he wrote to me often) seemed to testify the swie 
satiety of the triumphs and gauds of ambition 
which had brought sotiiething of wisdom to 
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myself ; it was not only that I wished to commune 
with that Bolingbroke in retirement, whom I had 
known the oracle of statesjien, and the pride of 
courts ; nor even that I loved the man, and was 
eager once more to en^race him ;— -a fiercer and 
more active motive urged me to visit one whose 
knowledge of all men, and application of their 
various utilities were so remarkable, and who, 
even in his present peace and retirement, would, 
not improbably, be acquainted with the abode of 
that unquiet and plotting ecclesiastic whom I now 
panted to discover, and whom Bolingbroke had of 
old often guided or employed. 

When my carriage stopped at the statesman's 
door, I was informed that Lord Bolingbroke was 
at his farm. Faocn! how oddly did that word 
sound in my ear, coupled as it was with the name 
of one so brilliant and so restless. I asked the 
servant to direct me where I should find him, and 
following the directions, I proceeded to the search 
alone. It was a day towards the close of autumn, 
bright, soft, clear, and calm as the decline of a 
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vigorous and genial age. I walked slowly through 
a field robbed of its golden grain, and as I enter- 
ed another, I saw the object of my search. He 
had seemingly just given some orders to a person 
in a labourer's dress, who was quitting him, and 
wiih downcast eyes he was approaching towards 
me. I noted how slow and even was the pace 
•which once stately, yet rapid and irregular, had 
betrayed the haughty but wild character of his 
mind. He paused often, as if in tbought, and I 
observed that once he stopped longer than usual, 
and seemed to gaze wistfully on the ground. Af- 
terwards (when I had joined him) we passed that 
spot, and I remarked, with a secret smile, that it 
contained one of those Uttle mounds in which that 
busy and herded tribe of the inject race, wMch 
have been held out to man^s social state at once as 
a mockery and a model, held their populous home. 
There seemed a latent moral in the pause and 
watch of the disappointed statesman by that 
moimd, which afforded a clue to tlife nature of his 
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He did not see me till I was dose before fajm, 
and bad called him by his name, nor did he si 
first recognize me, for my ^arb was foreign, and 
my uppa* lip unidiaTen ; and, as I said befixre, 
years had strangely altered me : but when 
he did, he testified all the cordiality I had 
anticipated. I linked my arm in his, and we 
walked to and fro for hours, talking of all that bad 
passed since and before oiur partkig, and feeling 
our hearts warm to each other as we talked. 

*^ The last time I saw you,** said he, *^ how 
widely did our hopes and objects differ ; yours from 
my own— you seemingly had the vantage-ground, 
but it was an artificial eminence, and my levd 
state, though it appeared less tempting, was more 
secure. I had just been disgraced by a misguided 
and ungrateful prince. I had already gone into a 
retirement, where my only honours were propor- 
tioned to my fortitude in bearing condenmation— 
and my only fiatterer was the hope of finding a 
companion avft a Mentor in myself. You, mj 
friend, parted with life before you ; and you only 
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reUnqtudbied the pursuit of Fortune at erne courts to 
meet her advAnoes a^ another. Nearly ten ji^eartt 
hare £own sinee that time — my fiituatiou i» but 
little changed-— I am returned, it is true, to my 
native soil, but not to a soil more indulgent to 
ambition and ^certion than the scene of my eadle. 
My i^ere c^ action is still ^ut from m&^^^-my 
mind is eiill banished,* You return young in 
years, but full of successes. Have they brought 
you happmess, Devereux ? or have you yet a tem- 
per to envy my content ?^ 

** Alas I'^ said I, *^ who can bear too close a 
search beneath the mask and robe. Talk not of 
me now. It is ungracious for the Ibrtunate to re- 
pine—and I reserve whatever may disquiet me 
within, for your future consolaticm and advice. At 
present speak to me of yourself— you are happy, 
then ?'' 

*^ I am !'' said Bolingbroke, emphatically. — 

* I need scared/ semind the leader ihiit Lord BpUngbrok^^ 
though he had received a fiill pardon, was forbidden to resume his 
seat in the House of Lords.-- JiD. 

N 2 
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Life seems to me to possess two treasures— one 
glittering and precarious, the other of less rich i 
shew, but of a more solid value. - The one i& 
Power, the other Virtue ; and there is this nudn 
difference between the two— Power is entrusted to 
us as a htxn ever required again, and with a ter- 
rible arrear of interest— Virtue obtained by us as a 
boon which we can only lose through our own foil j, 
when once it is acquired. In my youth I was 
caught by the former — Whence my errors and my 
misfortunes ! In my declining years I have sought 
the latter ; hence my palliatives and my ocHisola- 
tion. But you have not seen my home, and aB 
its attractions,^ added Bolingbroke, with a smile, 
which reminded me of his former self. << I will 
shew them to you.^ And we turned our steps to 
the house. 

As we walked thither, I wondered to find how 
little melancholy was the change Bplingbroke had 
undergone. Ten years, which bring man fiom his 
prime to his decay, had indeed left a potent trace 
upon his stately form, and the still unrivalled 
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beauty of his noble features ; but the maimer,' 
gained all that the form had lost. In his days of: 
more noisy greatness, there had been something 
artifidal tmd imquiet in the sparkling altemationsr 
he had loved to assume. He had been too fond 
of changing wisdom by a quick turn into wit — too 
ibnd of the nffectation of bordering the serious 
with the gay — ^the business with the pleasure. If 
this had not taken from the polish of his manner, 
it had diminished its dignity, and given it the air 
of being assumed and insincere. Now all was quiet, 
earnest, and impressive ; there was tenderness even 
^ what was melancholy : and if there yet lingered 
the affectation of blending the classic character 
with his own, the character was niore noble, and 
the affectation more unseen. But this manner was 
only th^ faint mirror of a mind which, retaining 
much of its former mould, had been embellished 
and exalted by adversity^ and which, if it banish- 
ed not its former frailties, had acquired a thousand 
new virtues to redeem them. 

" You see,*" said my companion, pointing to the 
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walls of the hall, which we had now Entered, ^^ the 
subject which at present occupies the greater part 
of my attention. I am meditating how to make 
Ihe hall most illustrative of its owner's pursnitfe 
You see the desire of improving, of creatii^, aad 
of associating the improvement and tl^ creation 
with ourselves, follows us bani^ed la&% even 
to our seclusion. I think of having those' walls 
painted with the implements of husbandrpv and 
through pictures of spades, and pknighf^ares, to 
express my employments, and testify my con* 
tent in them." 

'^ Cincinnatus is a better model than Aristippiui^ 
confess it," said I, smiling. ^^ But tf the senatoK 

• 

come hither to summon you to powel^^ will j(M 
resemble the Roman, not only in being found it 
your plough, but in your reluctance to leave it, 
and your eagerness to return ?" 

« What shall I say to you ?" repKed Boliflg^ 
broke. ^< Will you play the cynic, if t smwm 
nof We should not boast of dei^ising pow#, 
when of use to others, but of being contented to 



lire without it. This is the end of my philoso- 
phy ! But let me present you to one whom I va- 
lue mose now than I valued power at any tiine.^ 

As be said this^ BoUngbroke threw open the door 
of an apartment^ and introduced me to a lady with 
whom he had found that dc»nestic happine^ denied 
luia in his first niarriage.'-^The niece oi Madame 
de Maintenon^ tlus most charming woman pos- 
sessed all her aunt^& wit, and faj? mo^e than all her 
auat^s beauty.* She was in weak health ; but her 
vivacity was extreme, and her conversation just 
what should be the conversation of a woman who 
diines without striving for it* 

The business on which I was bound only allowed 
me to stay two days with Bolingbroke, aad tihis I 
stated at first, lest he should have dragged me 
over his farnw It is very odd to ine, who think 
that on a great legislative scale, I am not quite 

* ^^ I am not ashamed to say to you that I admire her more 
evefy houp of my life*" — Letter fiom Lord Bolingbroke to Swift, 

Bdingbroke loved her to the last ; and perhaps it is just to e^ 
man so celebrated for his gallantries, to add, that this beautiful and 
aeiDonipHsked w(Anan seems to have adiuiied and esteemed $Mmu6b 
as she loved him.— JESd. 
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ignorant of agricultural matters, how exceedingly 
ignorant I am of them on a small scale ; and I 
really do hate oats and barley, when considered at so 
much per sack, with a very unphilosophical hatred. 

" Well," said my host, after vainly endeavour- 
ing to induce me to promise a longer stay, ^^if 
you can only give us two days, I must write. and 
excuse myself to a great man with whom I was to 
dine to-day : yet, if it were not so inhospitable, I 
should like much to carry you with me to his 
house ; for I own that I wish you to see my com- 
panions, and to learn that if I still consult the 
oracles, they are less for the predictions of fortune 
than as the inspirations of the god.*" 

^* Ah !" said Lady Bolingbroke, who spoke in. 
French, " I know whom you allude to* Give him 
my homage, and assure him, when he next visits 
us, we will appoint six dames du palaia to receive 
and pet him.'' 

Upon this I insisted upon accompanying Bo- 
lingbroke to the house of so fortunate a being, 
and he consented to my wish with feigned reluc- 
tance, but evident pleasure. 
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" And who,'' said I to Lady Bolingbroke, " is 
the happy object of so much respect ?'' 

Lady Bolingbroke answered, laughing, that 
nothing was so pleasant as suspense, and that it 
would be cruel in her to deprive me of it ; And we 
conversed with so much zest, that it was not till Bo- 
lingbroke had left the room for some moments, that 
I oljserved he was not present. I took the oppor-* 
tunity to remark that I was rejoiced to find him 
so happy, and with such just cause for happiness. 

" He is happy, though, at times, he is restless. 
How, chained to this oar, can he be otherwise ?'''', 
answered Lady Bolingbroke, with a sigh : ^^ but 
his friends,'' she added, " who most enjoy his re- 
tirement, must yet lament it. His genius is not 
wasted here, it is true : where could it be wasted ? 

But who does not feel that it is employed in too 
confined a sphfere. And yet — " and I saw a tear 
start to her eye— *^ I, at least, ought not to repine. 
I should lose the best part of my happiness if there 
was nothing I could console him for.'' 

*^ Believe me," said I, " I have known Boling- 

n3 
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hrdke in the zenith of his success ; but never 
knew him so worthy of congratulation as nowT 

^^ Is that flattery to him or to me F*^ said Lady 
Bolingbroke, smiling archly, for her smiles were 
quick successors to her tears. 

" Detur digfiiori r answered I ; " but you 
must allow, that, thoitgh it is a fine thing to have 
all that the world can giye, it is still better to gain 
something that the world camiot take away ?^' 

** Et v(ms atMsi itea phUoaophe T cried Lady 
Bolingbroke, gaily. '' Ah, poor me I In my 
youth, my portioA was the cloister ;* in my later 
year» I am banished to the porch ! You have no 
^conception, Monsieur Devereux, what wise faces 
and profound maxims we have here ; especially as 
all who come to visit my lord, think it. necessary to 
quote TuUy, and talk of solitude as if it were a 
heaven ! Lea pauvrea bona gem ! they seem a 
little surprised when Henry receives them smil- 
ingly—begs them to construe the Latin ogives 

them good wine, and sends them back to IxmdiHi 

• She was brought up at St. Cyr. — ^Eb. 
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with {ace» half the length they were on their 
arriyaL Mais void Monmeur fe fermier phUo^ 
sophe r 

And Bolmgbroke jenteiing, I took my leave of 
this lively and inter^ting lady, and entered his 
carriage. ; 

As soon as we were sea^ted, he pressed me for my 
reasons for refusing to prolong iny visit. As I 
thought they would be more opportune after the 
excursicm of the day was over, and as, in -truth, I 
was not eager to relate them, I begged to d^fer the 
narration till our return to his house at night, and 
then I directed the conversation into a new channel: 

^^ My chief companion,'^ said Bcflingbroke, after 
describing to me his course of life, " is the man you 
are about to visit: he has his frailties and infir- 
imties — and in saying that^ I only imply that he is 
human — ^but he is wise, reflective, generous, and 
affectionate ; add these qualities to a dazzling wit, 
esA a genius deep, if not sublime, and what wc»ider 
that we forget something of vanity and something 
«f fretfttlness— effects rather of. the frame than 
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« 

of the mind; the wonder only is, that with 
a body the victim to every disease, crippled 
and imbecile from the cradle, his frailties 
should not* be more numerous, and his car^, his 
thoughts, lEind attentions not wholly limited ta 
his own complaints — for the sickly are almost of 
necessity selfish-^and that mind must have a vast 
share of benevolence, 'which can always retain the 
softness of charity and love for others, when pain 
and disease ooikstiltite the morbid links that perpe- 
tually^birid It to self. If this great character is 
my chie/<k)mpanion, my chief correspondent is not 
less distinguished ; in a word, no longer to keep 
you in suspense, Pope is my companion, and 
Swift my correspondent." 

" You are fortunate — but so also are they. Your 
letter informed me of Swiffs honourable exile in 
Ireland — how does he bear it .?'' 

^' Too feelingly— rhis disappointments turn his 
blood to acid. He said, characteristically enough, 
in one of his letters, that in fishing once when he 
was a little boy, he felt a great fish at the end of 



DEVEEEDX. 277 

his line, which he drew up almost to the ground, 
but it dropt in, and the disappointment, he adds, 
vexes him to this day, and he believes it to be the 
type of all his future disappointments :* it is won- 

* In this letter Swifl adds, ^' I should be ashamed to say this if 
.-you (Lord Bolingbroke) had not a spurit fitter to bear your own 
misfortunes than I have to think of them ;*' and this is true. No- 
thing can be more striking, or more honourable to Lord Boling- 
broke, than the contrast between Swif%*s letters and that nobleman*s 
upon the subject of their mutual disappointments. I especially 
note the contrast, because it has been so grievously the cant of Lord 
Bolingbioke*s decriers to represent his affection for retirement as 
hollow, and his resignation in adversity as a boast rather than a 
fact. Now I will challenge any one thoroughly and dispassionately 
to examine what is left to us of the life of this great man, and 
af^er having done so, to select from ail modem history an example 
of one who, in the prime of life and height of ambition, ever passed 
from a very active and exciting career into retirement and disgrace, 
and bore the change — ^long, bitter, and permanent as it was —with a 
greater and more thoroughly sustained magnanimity than did Lord 
Bolingbroke. He has been reproached for taking part in political 
contest in the midst of his praises and ^' affected enjoyment '* of 
retirement ; and' this, made matter of reproach, is exactly the 
subject on which he seems to me the mosi worthy of praise. ' For, 
putting aside all motives for action, on the purity of which men are 
generally incredulous, as a hatred to iU government (an antipathy 
wonderfully strong in wise men, and wonderfully weak in fools) the 
honest impulse of the citizen, and the better and higher sentiment, 
to which Bolingbroke appeared peculiarly alive, of affection to 
mankind *- putting these utterly aside-^t must be owned that 
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derful how reluctantly a very active ndnd sinks into 
rert.'' 

** Yet why should retiranent be rest ? Do you 
recollect in the first conversaticm we ever had toge« 
ther, we talked of CJowley ? Do you recollect how 
justly, and even sublimely, he has said ^ Cogitation 
is that which distinguishes the solitude of a God, 
from that of a wild beast ?' ^ 

" It is finely said,'' answered Bolingbroke, " but 
Swift was bom not for cogitation, but action— for 
turbulent times, not for calm. He ceases to be 
great directly he is still ; and his bitterness at every 

resignation is the more noble in proportion as it is the less passive 
— that retirement is only a morbid selfishness if it prohibit exertioni 
for others ; that it is only really dignified and noble when it is the 
shade whence issue the oracles that are to instruct mankind ; and 
that retirement of this nature is the sole seclusion which a good and 
wise man will covet or commend. The very philosophy which makes 
sach a man seek the quietj makes him eschew the inutility of the 
hermitage. Very little praiseworthy to me would have seemed Lord 
Bolingbroke among his haymakers and ploughmen, if among hay- 
makers and ploughmen he had looked with an indifferent eye upon 
a -profligate minister and a venal parliament ; very little interest 
in my eyes would have attached itself to his beans and vetches, had 
beans and vetches caused him to forget that if he was happier in a 
fimn, he coidd be more useful in a senate, and made him forego, in 
the sphere of a bailifi^, all care for re-entering that of a legislator. — "Ed* 



DEVEBEUX. 279 

yexation is so great, that I have often thought, in 
listening to him, of the Abbe de Cyrati, who^ at- 
tempting to throw nutshells out of the bars of 
his window, and constantly failing in the attempt, 
exclaimed in a paroxysm of rage, * Thus does Pro- 
vidence delight in frustrating my designs !' "^ 

" But you are fallen from a far greater height 
of hope than Swift could ever have attained — 
you bear this change well, but not, Ihope^ without 
a struggle."*' 

" You are right — 7W># without a struggle ; while 
corruption thrives I will not be silent ; while bad 
men govern, I will not be still.**' 

In conversation of this sort passed the time, till 
we arrived at Pope's villa. 

We found the poet in his study — ^indued, as some 
of his pictures represent him, in a long gown and 
a velvet cap* He received Bolingbroke with 
^eat tenderness, and being, as he said, in robuster 
health than he had enjoyed for months, he insisted 
on carrying us to his grotto. I know nothing more 
common to poets, than a pride in what belongs to 



280 



DKVEKEUX. 



tlidr house ; andperfaaps, to a man not ill-iiatured, 

there are few things iDM^ {feasant than indulging 

the little weaknesses of those we admire. We sat 

down in a small temple made entirely of diells ; 

and whether it was that the Creative Genius gave 

an undue charm to the place, I know not : but as 

the murmur of a rill, glassy as the Blandusian 

fountain, was cau^t, and re-given from side to 

side by a perpetual echo, and through an arcade of 

trees, whose leaves, ever and anon, fell startlingly 

lo the ground beneath the light touch of the 

autumn air, you saw the sails on the river pass 

and vanish, like the cares which breathe over the 

itiiigpth g^ass of wisdom, but may not linger to dim 

it^ ^t w«$ not di£5cult to invest the place, humble 

^ il wa^ with a classic interest, or to recal 

^ ^%%>l wtreats of the Roman bards, without 

loaiiiu^f ^^^ feslidiously at the contrast.* 

* 4^^ i*-^** '^si*****! in A« co nrinding sentence of this descrip- 

^^i \mA vn\>» Iq <nm who could now see the Poet's yills, 

^^ N^ ^^ i^ttOswd by the ImwuAi and magic taste of Sir 
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^< ^ Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph^ thatliv'st unseen, 

Within thy aiiy shell, 
By slow Meander's margin green, 

Or by the violet embroidered vale. 
Where the lovelorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song moumeth well ; 

Sweet Echo, dost thou shun those haunts of yore, 

And in the dim caves of a northern shore 
DeKght to dwell ?' •» 

" Let the compliment to you, Pope," said Boling- 
broke, " atone for the profanation of weaving three 
wretched lines of mine with those most musical 
notes of Milton." 

" Ah !" said Pope, " would that you could 
give me a fitting inscription for my fount and 
grotto ? The only one I can remember, is hack- 
nied, and yet it has spoilt me, I fear, for all 
others. 

<< Hujus Nympha loci, sacri custodia fontis 
Dormio dum blands sentio murmur aqus ; 
Parce meum, quisquis tanges cavamarmora, somnum 
Rumpere ; sive bibas, sive lav^re, tace.'** 

* Thus very inadequately translated by Pope (See his Letter to 
Edward Blount, Esq. descriptive of his grotto). 

<< Njnmph of the grot, these sacred springs I keep, 
And to the murmur of these waters sleep : 

Ah, 
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their house ; and perhaps, to a man not ill-natured, 

^ere are few things more pleasant than indulging 
the little weaknesses of those we admire. We sat 
down in a small temple made entirely of shells ; 
and whether it was that the Creative Genius gave 
an undue charm to the place, I know not : but as 
the murmur of a rill, glassy as the Blandusian 
fountain, was caught, and re-given from side to 
side by a perpetual echo, and through an arcade of 
trees, whose leaves, ever and anon, fell startlingly 
to the ground beneath the light touch of the 
autumn air, you saw the sails on the river pass 
and vanish, like the cares which breathe over the 
smooth glass of wisdom, but may not linger to dim 
it, it was not difficult to invest the place, humble 
as it was, with a classic interest, or to recal 
the loved retreats of the Roman bards, without 
smiling too fastidiously at the contrast.* 



* The idea expressed in the concluding sentence of this descrip- 
tion, would not occur to one who coidd now see the Poet's Tills, 
such as it has been rendered by the lavish and magic taste of Sir 
Wathen Wa]ler..£D. 
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" ^ Sweet Echo^ sweetest nymph^ thatliv'st unseen, 

Within thy aiiy shell, 
By slow Meander's margin green, 

Or by the violet embroidered vale. 
Where the lovelorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song moumeth well ; 

Sweet Echo, dost thou shun those haunts of yore, 

And in the dim caves of a northern shore 
DeKght to dwell ?» »» 

*^ Let the compliment to you, Pope," said Boling- 
broke, " atone for the profanation of weaving three 
wretched lines of mine with those most musical 
notes of Milton.**' 

" Ah !" said Pope, " would that you could 
give me a fitting inscription for my fount and 
grotto ? The only one I can remember, is hack- 
nied, and yet it has spoilt me, I fear, for all 
others. 

<' Hujus Nympha loci, sacri custodia fontis 
Dormio dum blands sentio murmur aqus ; 
Parce meum, quisquis tanges cava marmora, somnum 
Rumpere ; sive bibas, sive lav^re, tace.'** 

* Thus very inadequately translated by Pope (See his Letter to 
Edward Blount, Esq. descriptive of his grotto). 

<< ISyxaph of the grot, these sacred springs I keep. 
And to the murmur of these waters sleep : 

Ah, 
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their house ; and perhaps, to a man not ill-natured, 

there are few things more pleasant than indiilgiDg 
the little weaknesses of those we admire. We sat 
down in a small temple made entirely of shells ; 
and whether it was that the Creative Genius gave 
an undue charm to the place, I know not : but as 
the murmur of a rill, glassy as the Blandusian 
fountain, was caught, and re-given from side to 
side by a perpetual echo, and through an arcade of 
trees, whose leaves, ever and anon, fell startlingly 
to the ground beneath the light touch of the 
autumn air, you saw the sails on the river pass 
and vanish, like the cares which breathe over the 
smooth glass of wisdom, but may not linger to dim 
it, it was not difficult to invest the place, humble 
as it was, with a classic interest, or to recal 
the loved retreats of the Roman bards, without 
smiling too fastidiously at the contrast.* 



* The idea expressed in the concluding sentence of this descrip- 
tion, would not occur to one who could now see the Poet's Tills, 
such as it has been rendered by the lavish and magic taste of Sir 
Wathen Waller..£D. 
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I 

^< ^ Sweet Echo^ sweetest nymph^ thatliv'st unseen, 

Within thy aiiy shell. 
By slow Meander's margin green, 

Or by the violet embroidered vale, 
Where the lovelorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song moumeth well ; 

Sweet Echo, dost thou shun those haunts of yore, 

And in the dim caves of a northern shore 
DeUght to dwell ?' •» 

*^ Let the compliment to you. Pope," said Boling- 
broke, " atone for the profanation of weaving three 
wretched lines of mine with those most musical 
notes of Milton.**' 

*^ Ah !" said Pope, " would that you could 
give me a fitting inscription for my fount and 
grotto ? The only one I can remember, is hack- 
nied, and yet it has spoilt me, I fear, for all 
others. 

<< Hujus Nympha loci, sacri custodia fontis 
Dormio dum blands sentio murmur aqus ; 
Parce meum, quisquis tanges cavamarmora, somnum 
Rumpere ; sive bibas, sive lav^re, tace.'** 

* Thus very inadequately translated by Pope (See his Letter to 
Edward Blount, Esq. descriptive of his grotto). 

" Njnmph of the grot, these sacred springs I keep. 
And to the murmur of these waters sleep : 

Ah, 
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their house ; and perhaps, to a nlan not ill-natured, 

there are few things more pleasant than indulging 
the little weaknesses of those we admire. We sat 
down in a small temple made entirely of shells ; 
and whether it was that the Creative Genius gave 
an undue charm to the place, I know not : but as 
the murmur of a rill, glassy as the Blandusian 
fountain, was caught, and re-given from side to 
side by a perpetual echo, and through an arcade of 
trees, whose leaves, ever and anon, fell startlingly 
to the ground beneath the light touch of the 
autumn air, you saw the sails on the river pass 
and vanish, like the cares which breathe over the 
smooth glass of wisdom, but may not linger to dim 
it, it was not difficult to invest the place, humble 
as it was, with a classic interest, or to recal 
the loved retreats of the Roman bards, without 
smiling too fastidiously at the contrast.* 



* The idea exjnressed in the concluding sentence of this descrip- 
tion^ would not occur to one who could now see the Poet's Tills, 
such as it has heen rendered hy the lavish and magic taste of Sir 
Wathen Waller £d. 
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^' ' Sweet Echo, sweetest nymph, thatliv*st unseen, 

Within thy aiiy shell, 
By slow Meander's margin green. 

Or by the violet embroidered vale. 
Where the lovelorn nightingale 
Ni^tly to thee her sad song moumeth well ; 

Sweet Echo, dost thou shun those haunts of yore, 

And in the dim caves of a northern shore 
Delight to dwell ?' »» 

" Let the compliment to you, Pope,'' said Boling- 
broke, "atone for the profanation of weaving three 
wretched lines of mine with those most musical 
notes of Milton.**' 

*^ Ah !" said Pope, " would that you could 
give me a fitting inscription for my fount and 
grotto ? The only one I can remember, is hack- 
nied, and yet it has spoilt me, I fear, for all 
others. 

<^ Hujus Njmipha loci, sacri custodia fontis 
Dormio dum blandae sentio murmur aqus ; 
Parce meum, quisquis tanges cavamarmora, soronum 
Rumpere ; sive bibas, sive lav^re, tace.'** 

* Thus very inadequately translated by Pope (See his Letter to 
Edward Blount, Esq. descriptive of his grotto). 

<^ N3rmph of the grot, these sacred springs I keep, 
And to the murmur of these waters sleep : 

Ah, 
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their house ; and perhaps, to a man not ill-natured, 

diere are few things more pleasant than indoilging 
the little weaknesses of those we admire. We sat 
down in a small temple made entirely of shells ; 
and whether it was that the Creative Genius gave 
an undue charm to the place, I know not : but as 
the murmur of a rill, glassy as the Blandusian 
fountain, was caught, and re-given from side to 
side by a perpetual echo, and through an arcade of 
trees, whose leaves, ever and anon, fell startlingly 
to the ground beneath the light touch of the 
autumn air, you saw the sails on the river pass 
and vanish, like the cares which breathe over the 
smooth glass of wisdom, but may not linger to dim 
it, it was not difficult to invest the place, humble 
as it was, with a classic interest, or to recal 
the loved retreats of the Roman bards, without 
smiling too fastidiously at the contrast.* 



* The idea expressed in the concluding sentence of this descrip- 
tion, would not occur to one who could now see the Poet's villa, 
such as it has been rendered by the lavish and magic taste of Sir 
Wathen Waller.— £d. 
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^< ' Sweet Ecfao^ sweetest nymph, thatliv*st unseen, 

Within thy aiiy shell, 
By slow Meander's margin green. 

Or by the violet embroidered vale. 
Where the lovelorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her sad song moumeth well ; 

Sweet Echo, dost thou shun those haunts of yore, 

And in the dim caves of a northern shore 
DeHght to dwell ?' »' 

"Let the compliment to you, Pope,'' said Boling- 
broke, " atone for the profanation of weaving three 
wretched lines of mine with those most musical 
notes of Milton.'' 

" Ah !" said Pope, " would that you could 
give me a fitting inscription for my fount and 
grotto ? The only one I can remember, is hack- 
nied, and yet it has spoilt me, I fear, for all 
others. 

<^ Hujus Njmipha loci, sacri custodia fontis 
Dormio dum blandae sentio murmur aqus ; 
Parce meum, quisquis tanges cavamarmora, somnum 
Rumpere ; sive bibas, sive lav^re, tace."* 

* Thus very inadequately translated by Pope (See his Letter to 
Edward Blount, Esq. descriptive of his grotto). 

<< N3rmph of the grot, these sacred springs I keep. 
And to the murmur of these waters sleep : 

Ah, 
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<< We cannot hope to match it,**' said Boling- 
broke, *^ though you know I value myself on 
these things. But tell me youi^ news of Gay- 
is he growing wiser P'' 

" Not a whit ; he is fot ever a diipe to the spes 
eredtda ; always talking of buying an annuity, 
that he may be independent, and always spend- 
ing as fast as he earns, that he may appear muni- 
ficent.^ 

^^ Poor Gay ! but he is a common example of 
the improvidence of his tribe, while you are an 
exception. Yet mark, Devereux, the inconsistency 
of Pope's thrift and carefulness: he sends a 
parcel of fruit to some ladies with this note, 
* Take care of the papers that wrap the apples, 
and return them safely ; they are the only copies 
I have of one part of the Iliad.^ Thus> you see, 
our economist saves his paper, and hazards his 

epic r 

— — ~^-^-— ^— — " ■ — - 

Ah, spare my slumbers; gently treftd the cave, 
And drink in silence, or in silence lave." 
It is, however, quite impossible to convey to an unlearned reader 

the exqusite and spirit-like beauty of the Latin VfrBf8....Ep. 
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Pope, W^ho is always flattered by an allusion 
to his negligence of fame, smiled slightly and 
Unswered, " What man, alas, ever profits by the 
lessons of his friends? How many exact rules 
has our good Dean of St. Patrick^s laid down 
for both of us — ^how angrily still does he chide 
«s for our want of prudence and our love of 
good living. I intend, in answer to hh charged on 
the latter score, though I vouch, as I well may, 
for our temperance, to give him the reply of the 
•age to the foolish courtier— —*-.'* 

^ What was that i^^ asked Bolingbroke. 

** Why the courtier saw the sage picking out 
flic best dishes at table. ^ How,' said he, with 
a sneer, ^ axe sages such epicure^?'*-'— * Do you 
think. Sir,' replied the wise man, reaching over 
the table to help himself, * do you think. Sir, 
that God Almighty made the good things of this 
world only for fools ?' '^ 

^* How the Dean will pish and pull his wig, 
when he reads your illustration,'' said Boling- 
broke, laughing. ** We shall never agree in our 
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feaaonings on that part of philosophy. Swift loves 
to go out of his way to find privation or distress, 
and has no notion (^ Epicurean ^sdom ; for my. 
part, I think the use of knowledge is to make us 
happier. I woidd compare the mind to the 
beautiful statue of Love by Praxiteles — ^when its. 
eyes w^re bandaged, the countenance seemed 
grave and sad, but the moment you removed the 
bandage, the most serene and enchanting, smile 
diffused itself over the whole face." 

So passed the morning, till the hour of dinner, 
and this repast was served with* an elegance and 
luxury which les fits cTApolkm seldom command. 
As the evening closed, our conversation fell upon 
friendship, and the increasing disposition towards 
it which comes with increasing years. " Whilst 
my mind,^^ said Bolipgbroke, ^^ shrinks more and 
more from the world, and feels in its independence 



* Pope seems to have been rather capricious in this respect ; 
but in general he must be considered open to the sarcasm of dis- 
playing the bounteous host to those Hrho did noturant a dinner^ and 
the niggard to those who did.-^D. 
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less yearning to external objects, the ideas of 
friendship return oftener, they busy me, they 
^^arm me more. Is it that we grow more tender 
as the moment of our great separation approaches ? 
•or is it that they who are to live together in another 
state (for friendship exists not but fcnr the good) 
begin to feel more strongly that divine sympathy 
which is to be the great bond of their future 
society ?^* 

While Bolingbroke was thus speaking, and 
Pope listened with all the love and reverence 
which he evidently bore to his friend, stamped 
upon his worn but expressive countenance, I inly 
said, ^^ Sure, the love between minds like these 
should live and last without the changes that 
ordinary affections feel ! Who would not mourn 
for the strength of all human ties, if hereafter 
these are broken, and asperity succeed to friend^ 
-ship, or aversion to esteem ? /, a wanderer, 

^ This beautiful seiitimeiit is to be found, with very slight altem- 
tion^ in a letter from Bolingbroke to Swift.— -£d. 
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without heir to my memory and wealthy shall pasi 
away, and my hasty and unmellowed fame will 
moidd^ with my clay; but will the »unes of 
those whom I now behold ever fall languidly on 
the ears of a future race, and will there not for ever 
be some sympathy with their friendship, softer and 
warmer than admiration for their fame ?"" 

We left our celebrated host about two hours 
-JbeSGie midnight, and returned to Dawley. 

On our road thither I questicmed Bolingbroke 
respecting Montreuil, and I found that, as I ^ 
surmised, he was able to give me some informa- 
tien of that arch-schemer. Gerald^s money and 
hareditary influence had procured tacit conniyttice 
at the Jesuits residence in England, and he had 
for some years led a quiet and unoffending li&, 
in dose r^irement. " Lately, however,'' said Bo- 
lingbroke, << I have learnt that the old spirit 
has revived, and I accidentally heard, three 
days ago, when conversing with one well in- 
formed on state matters, that this most pure 
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administration have discovered some plot or plots 
with which Montreuil is connected ; I believe 
he will be apprehended in a few days.*" 

" And where lurks he ?'' 

" He was, I heard, last seen in the neighbour- 
hood of your brother's mansion at Devereux 
Court, and I imagine it probable that he is still 
in that neighbourhood." 

This intelligence made me resolve to leave 
Dawley even earlier than I had intended, and I 
signified to Lord Bolingbroke my intention of 
quitting him by ^nrise the next morning. He 
4^d^voured in vain to combat my resolution. I 
was too fearful lest Montreuil hearing of his dan- 
ger from the state, might baffle my vengeance by 

seeking some impenetrable asylum, to wi^ to 
subject my meeting with him, and with Oerald, 
whose co-operation I desired, to any unnecessary 
delay. I took leave of my host therefore that 
night, and ordered my carriage to be in readiness 
by the first dawn of morning. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



The Plot approAches its Denouement. 

Although the details of my last chapter have 
somewhat retarded the progress of that denoue- 
ment with which these volumes are destined to 
close, yet I do not think the destined reader will 
regret lingering over a scaie in which, after years 
of restless enterprise and long exile, he beholds 
the asylum which fortune had prepared for the 
most extraordinary character, with which I have 
adorned these pages. It was before daybreak 
that I commenced my journey. The shutters of 
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the house were as yet closed ; the grey mists rising 
slQwIy from the earth, and the cattle couched 
beneath the trees, the cold, but breezeles^ fresh- 
jiess of the morning, the silence of the unawa* 
kened birds, all gave an inexpressible stillness and 
quiet to the scene. The horses slowly ascended 
a little eminence, and I looked from the window of 
the carriage, on the peaceful retreat I had left. I 
sighed as I did so, and a sick sensation, coupled 
with the thought of Isora, came chill upon my 
heart. No man happily placed in this social 
world, can guess the feelings of envy with which 
a wanderer like me, without tie or home, and for 
whom the roving eagerness of youth is over, sur- 
veys those sheltered spots in which the breast 
gamers up all domestic bonds, its household and 
holiest delights; the companioned hearth, the 
smile of infancy, and dearer than all, the eye 
that glasses our purest, our tenderest, our most 
secret thoughts ; these, — oh, none who enjoy them, 
know how they for whom they are not, have pined 
and mourned for them ! • 

\ * ...... . * * 

VOL. III. O 
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I had not travelled many hours, when, upon the 
loneliest part of the road, my carriage, which haH 
borne me without an accident from Rome to Lon- 
don, broke down. The postilions said there was 
a small inn about a mile from the spot ; thither I 
repaired : a blacksmith was sent for, and I found 
the accident to the carriage would require several 
hours to repair. No solitary chaise did the inn 
afford; but the landlord, who was a freeholder 
and a huntsman, boasted one valuable and swift 
horse, which he declared was fit for an emperor 
or a highwayman. I was too impatient of delay, 
not to grasp at this intelligence. I gave mine 
host whatever he demanded for the loan of his 
steed, transferred my pistols td an. immense pair 
of holsters, which adorned a high demi-pique 
saddle, wherewith he obliged me, and, withm an 
hour from the date of the accident, recommenced 
my journey. 

The evening closed, as I became aware of the 
presence of a fellow traveller. He was, like my- 
self, on horseback. He wore a short, dark grej 
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cloajc, a long wig of a raven hue, and a large hat, 
which, flapping over his face, conspired, with the 
increasing darkness, to allow me a very imperfect 
survey of his features. Twice or thrice he had 
passed me, and always with some salutation, indi- 
cative of a. desire for further acquaintance; but 
my mood is not naturally too much inclined tp 
miscellaneous sociality, and I was at that time 
peculiarly covetous of my own companionship. I 
had, therefore, given but a brief answer to the 
horseman^s courtesy, and had ridden away from 
him with a very unceremonious abruptness. At 
length, when he had come up to me for the fourth 
time, and for the fourth time had accosted me, my 
ear caught something in the tones of his voice, 
which did not seem to me wholly unfamiliar. I 
regarded him with more attention than I had as 
yet done, and replied to him more civilly and at 
length. Apparently encouraged by this relaxa- 
tion from my reserve, the man speedily resumed. 
<^ Your horse, Sir,^ said he^ ^^ is a fine animal^ 

o2 
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but he seems jaded ;— 'you have ridden far to-day, 
I'll venture to guess.'' 

^^ I have, Sir ; but the town where I shall pass 
the night, is not above four miles distant, 1 te- 
lieve.'' 

" Hum — ha ! — you sleep at D— , then ?" 
said the horseman, inquisitively. 

A suspicion Q^une across me — we were then 
entering a very lonely road, and one notoriously 
infested with highwaymen. My fellow equestrian's 
company might have some sinister meaning in it. 
I looked to my holsters, and leisurely taking out 
one of my pistols, saw to its priming, and returned 
it to its depositary. The liorseman noted the 
motion, and he moved his horse rather uneasily, 
and I thought timidly, to the other side of the 
road. 

" You travel well armed. Sir," said he, after a 
pause. 

' " It is a necessary precaution. Sir," answered I, 
•composedly, "in a road one is not familiar with, 
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and with companions one has never had the hap- 
piness to meet before.'*' 

" Ahem ! — ahem ! — ParbleUj Monsieur le 
ComtCy you allude to me ; but I warrant this is 
not the first time we have met.'' 

" Ha !" said I, riding closer to my fellow tra- 
veller, '* you know me, then — and we have met 
before. I thought I recognized your voice, but I 
cannot remember when or where I last heard it.'' 

" Oh, Count, I believe it was only by accident 
that we conunenced acquaintanceship, and only by 
acddoit, you see, do we now resume it. But I 
perceive that I intrude on your solitude. Fare, 
well, Count, and a pleasant night at your inn." 

*^ Not so fast, Sir," said I, laying firm hand on 
my companion's shoulder, ^' \ know you now, 
and I thank Providence that I have found you. 
Marie Oswald, it is not lightly that I will part 
with you !" 

"With all my heart. Sir, with all my heart. 
But morbleu. Monsieur le Comte, do take your 
hand from my shoulder— -I am a nervous man, and 
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your pistols are loaded'^-and perhaps you are che»- 
leric and hasty. I assure you I am fnr from wish- 
ing to part with you abruptly, for I tave watched 
you for the last two days, in order to enjoy the 
honour of this interview.*^ 

" Indeed ! your .wish will save both of us a 
world of trouble. I believe you may serve irie 
efiectually— if so, you will find me more desirous 
and more able than ever to shew my gratitude."^ 

" Sir, you are too good,^' quoth Mr. Oswald, 
with an air far more respectful than he had yet 
shewn me. ^^ Let us make to your inn, and there 
I shall be most happy to receive your commands."" 
So saying, Marie pushed on his horse, and I urged 
my own to the same expedition. 

" But tell me,"* said I, as we rode on, ** why 
you have wished to meet me ? — me whom you so 
cruelly deserted and forsook ?"* 

" Oh, parbleu — spare me there ! it was not I 
who deserted you — I was compelled to fly — death 
-i— murder— Hon one side; — safety, money, and a 
snug place in Italy, as a lay-brother of the Insti- 
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tute, on the other !— What could I do ?-^You 
were ill m bed— not likely to recover— not able to 
protect me from my present peril — ^in a state that 
in all probability never would require my serviceis 
for the future. Oh, Monsieur le Comte, it wsl4 
not desertion — that is a cruel word — it was self-- 
preservation, and common prudence.'^ 

" Well,^ said I, complaisantly, " you apply 
words better than I applied them. And how long 
have you been returned to England ?*' 

" Some few weeks, Count, not more. I was in 
London when you arrived — I heard of that event 
—I immediately repaired to your hotel —you were 
gone to my Lord Bolingbroke's— I followed you 
thither— you had left Dawley when I arrived there 
— I learnt your route, and followed you. Parbleu 
and morbleu^ I find you, and you take me for a 
highwayman.*" 

" Pardon my mistake : the clearest sighted men 
are subject to commit such errors, and the most 
innocent to sufier by them. So Montreuil per^ 
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stuuied you to leave England— did he also per- 
suade you to return ?^ 

" No-r-I was charged by the Institute with mes- 
sages to him and others. But we are near the town, 
Count, let us defer our conversation till then.^ 

We entered D , put up our horses-^called for 

air apartmentr— to which summons Oswald added 
another for. wine — and then the virtuous Marie com- 
menced his explanations. I was most deeply anxious 
to learn whether Gerald had ever been made ac- 
quainted with the fraud by which he had obtained 
possession of the estates of Devereux ; and I found 
that, from Desmarais, Oswald had learnt all that 
had occurred to Gerald since 'Marie had left Eng- 
land. From Oswald^s prolix communication, I 
ascertained that Gerald was, diuing the whcde of 
the interval between my uncle's death and my de- 
parture from England, utterly unacquainted with 
the fraud of the will. He readily believed that my 
uncle had found good reason for altering his inten- 
tions with respect to me ; and my law proceedings, 
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and violent conduct towards himself, only excited 
his indignation, not aroused his suspicions, Du* 
ring this time, he lived entirely in the country, 
indulging the rural hospitality and die rustic sports 
which he especially affected, and secretly but deeply 
involved with Montreuil in political intrigues. All 
this time the Abbe made no farther use of faiin than 
to borrow whatever sums he required for' W& pur- 
poses. Isora^s death, and the confused story d£ the 
docimient given me by Oswald, Montreuil hAd m- 
terpreted to Gerald according to the interpretation 
of the world ; viz. he had thrown the suspicion upon 
Oswald, as a common villain, who had taken ad- 
vantage of my credulity about the will — ^introduced 
himself into the house on that pretence — ^attempted 
the robbery of the most valuable articles therein— 
which, indeed, he had succeeded in abstracting — 
and who, on my awaking and contesting with him 
and his accomplice, had, in self-defence, inflicted 
the wounds which had ended in my delirium, and 
Isora's death. This part of my tale Monti^^uil 
never contradicted, and Gerald believed it to the 

o3 
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present day. The affair of 1715 occurred ; the go- 
yemment, aware of Oerald^s practices, had antici- 
pated his design of joining the rebels — he was im- 
prisoned — ^no act of overt guilt on his part was 
proved, or at least brought forward — and the go- 
vernment, not being willing, perhaps, to proceed to 
violent measures against a very young man, and 
the head of a very powerful house, connected with 
more than thirty branches of the English hereditary 
noblesse, he received his acquittal just before Sir 
William Windham, and some other suspected 
tories, I'ieceived their own. 

Prior to the breaking out of that rebellion, and 
on the eve of MontreuiPd departure for Scotland, 
the priest summoned Desmarais, whom, it will be 
remembered, I had previously dismissed, and whom 
Montreuil had since employed in various erraads, 
and informed him that he had obtained, for his 
. services, the same post under Gerald which the Fa- 
talist had filled under me. Soon after the failure of 
the rebellion, Devereux Court was destroyed by ac- 
cidental fire ; and Montreuil, who had come over in 



HEVEREUX. 299 

tlisguise, in order to renew his attacks on my bro- 
ther's coffers, (attacks to which Gerald yielded very 
sullenly, and with many assurances that he would 
no more incur the danger of political and seditious 
projects), now advised Gerald to go up to London, 
and, in order to SLVoid the suspicion of the govern- 
ment, to mix freely in the gaieties of the court. 
Gerald readily consented ; for, though internally 
convinced that the charms orthe metropolis were not 
equal td those of the country, yet he liked change, 
and Devereux Court being destroyed, he shudder- 
ed a little at the idea of rebuilding so enormous a 
jrile. Before Gerald left the old tower (mp tower) 
which was alone spared by the flames, and which 
he had managed to reside at, though without his 
household, rather than quit a place where there 
was ** such excellent shooting,'^ Montreuil said to 
Desmarais, " This ungrateful seigneur du village 
already betrays the niggard ; he must know what 
we know — ^that is our only sure hold of him-— but 
he must not know it yet,^ — and he preceded to 
observe, that it was for the hot-beds of courtly 
luxury to mellow and hasten an opportunity for 
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the disclosure. He instructed Desmarais to see 
that Gerald, (whom even a valet, it least one so art- 
ful as Desmarais, might easily influence,) partook 
to excess of every pleasure, — at least of every plea- 
sure which a gentleman might, without derogaticm 
to his digmty,* enjoy. Gerald went to town, and 
very soon became all that Montreuil desired, 

Montreuil came again to England ; his great pro- 
ject, Alberoni^s project, had failed. Bani^ed 
France and Spain, and excluded Italy, he was de- 
sirous of obtaining an asylum in England, until he 
could negotiate a return to Paris. For the first of 
thi^se purposes (the asylum) interest was requisite ; 
for the latter, (the negotiation) money was desirable. 
He came to seek both these necessaries in Gerald 
Devereux. Gerald had already arrived at that 
prosperous state when money is not lightly given 
away. A dispute arose ; and Montreuil raised the 
veil; and showed the heir on what terms his estates 
were held. ' 

* This saving claiwe seems rather a subtle stroke of character in 
Montreuil, who probably foresaw that in proportion as Gerald en- 
joyed the pleasures, he would require the fortune, of ^^ the gentU- 
wian."— Ed. , . 
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Rightly Montreuil had read the human heart. 
So long as Gerald lived in the country, and tasted , 
not the full enjoyments ,of his great wealth, it 
would have been hi^y perilous to have made this 
disclosure ; for, though he had no great love for 
me, and was bold enough to run any danger, yet 
he was neither a Desmarais nor a Montreuil. He 
was that most capricious thing, a man of honour ; 
and, at that day, he would instantly have given up 
the estate to me, and Montreuil and the philosopher * 
to the hangman. But, after two or three years of 
every luxiu-y that wealth could purchase — after 
living in those circles too, where wealth is the 
highest possible merit, and public opinion, there- 
fore, only honours the rich, fortune became far 
more valuable, and the conscience far less nice. 
Living at Devereux Court, Gerald had only 
dP30,000 a year ; living in London, he had all that 
<f 30^000 a year can purchase ; a very great differ- 
ence this indeed ! Honour is a fine bulwark against 
a small force ; but, unbacked by other principle, it 
is seldom well manned enough to resist a large one 
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When, therefore, Montreuil shewed Oerald that he 
could k»e his estate in an instant-— that -the world 
would never give him credit for innocence, when 
guilt would have conferred on him such advantages 
— ^that he would therefore part with all those etce- 
tera wUch, now in the very prime of life, made his 
whole idea of human enjoyments — that he would no 
longer be the rich, the powerful, the honoured, the 
magnificent, the envied, the idolized lord of thou- 
sands, but would sink at once into a younger brother, 
dependant on the man he most hated for his very 
subsistence-— for his debts would greatly exceed his 
portion — and an object through life oi contemp- 
tuous pity, or of shunning suspicion — ^that all this 
change could happen at a word of MontreuiFs, 
what wonder that he should be staggered, hesitate, 
and yield ? Montreuil obtained, then, whatever 
sums he required ; and through Gerald's influence, 
pecuniary and political, procured from the minister 
a tacit permission for him to remain in England, 
under an assumed name, and in close retirement. 
Since then, Montreuil, (though secretly involved in 
treasonable practices,)had appeared to busy himself 
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solelj in negotiating a pardon at Paris. Gerald had 
lived the life of a man who, if he has parted with peace 
of conscience, will make the best of the bargam, 
by procuring every kind of pleasure in exchange ;^ 
and le petit Jean Desmarais, useful to both priest* 
and spendthrift, had passed his time very dgreeably 
— ^laughing at hi& employers, studying philosophy, 
and filling his pockets ; for I need scarcely add 
that Gbrald forgave him without much difficulty 
for his share in the forgery. A man, as Oswald 
shrewdly observed, is seldom inexorable to those 
crimes by which he has profited. " And where 
lurks Montreuil now ?" I asked ; "in the neigh- 
bourhood of Devereux Court ?" 

Oswald looked at me with some surprise. " How 
learnt you that. Sir ? It is true. He lives quietly 
and privately in that vicinity. The woods around 
the house, the caves in the beach, and the little isle 
opposite the castle, afford him in turn an asylum ; 
and the convenience with which correspondence 
with France can be there carried on, makes the 
scene of his retirement peculiarly adapted to his 
purposes.*^ 
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I now began to question Oswald respecting him- 
self ; for I was not warmly inclined to place im* 
plicit trust in the services of a man who had before 
shewn himself at once mercenary and timid. There 
^'Was little cant or disguise about that gentleman; 
he made few pretences to virtues which he did not 
possess ; and he seemed now, both by wine and fa- 
miliarity, pecidiarly disposed to be frank. It was 
he who in Italy l^adbeen, among various other and 
less private commissions, appointed by Montreuil 
to watch over Aubrey ; on my brother's death, 
he had hastened to England, not only to ap- 
prise Montreuil of that event, but charged with 
some especial orders to him from certain members 
of the Institute. He had. found Montreuil busy, 
restless, intriguing, even in seclusion, and cheered 
by a late promise from Fleuri himself, that he 
3l)ould speedily obtain pardon and recall. It was, 
at this part of Oswald's story, easy to perceive the 
causes of his renewed confidence in me. Montreuil, 
engaged in new plans and schemes, at once compli- 
<;ated and vast, paid but a slight attention to the 
wrecks of his past projects. Aubrey dead^ — ^myself 
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abroad — Gerald at his command — ^he perceived, in 
our House, noxause for caution or alarm. This,* 
apparently, had made him less careful of retaining 
the venal services of Oswald, than his knowledge 
of character should have made him; and when »/-. 
that gentleman, then in London, accidentally heard * 
of my- sudden arrival in this country, he at once 
perceived how much more to his interest it would 
be to serve me, than to maintain an ill remunerated 
fidelity to Montreuil. In fact, as I have since 
learnt, the priest^s discretion was less to blame than 
I then imagined; for Oswald was of a remark- 
ably impudent, profligate, and spendthrift turn; 
and his demands for money were considerably 
greater than the value of his services ; or perhaps, 
as Montreuil thought, when Aubrey no longer 
lived, than the consequence of his silence. When, 
therefore, I spoke seriously to my new ally of my 
desire of wreaking ultimate justice on the crimes of 
Montreuil, I found that his zeal was far from being 
chilled by my determination — nay, the very cow- 
ardice of the man made him ferocious ; and the mo- 
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ment he resolved to betray Montreuil, his fears of 
the priest^s vengeanee made him eager to destroy 
where he betrayed. I am not addicted to imneces- 
sary procrastination. Of the unexpected evidenee I 
had fomid I was most eager to avail myself. I 
■aw at once how considerably Oswald^s testimony 
woiidd lessen any difficulty I might have in an ex- 
planation with Gerald, as well as in bringing Mon- 
treuil to justice ; and the former measure seemed 
to me necessary to ensure, or at least to expedite, 
the latter. I proposed, therefore, to Oswald, that 
he should immediately accompany me to the house 
in which Gerald was then a visitor; the honest 
Marie conditioning only for another bottle, which 
he termed a travelling comforter, readily acceded 
to my wish. I immediately procured a chaise and 
horses ; and, in less than two hours from the time 
we altered the inn, we were on the road to Gerald. 
What an impulse to the wheel of destiny hai^ the 
event of that one day given ! 

At another time, I might have gleaned amuse- 
ment from the shrewd roguery of my companion, 
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but he found me then but a dull listener. I served 
him, in truth, as men of his stamp are ordinarily 
served : so soon as I had extracted from him what^ 
evar was meet for present use, I favoured him with 
little farther attention. He had exhausted all the 
oommimications it was necessary for me to know ; 
so, in the midst of a long story about Italy, Je- 
suits, and the wisdom of Marie Oswald, I afiPette4 
to fall asleep ; my companion soon followed my 
example in earnest, and left me to meditate, undis- 

* 

turbed, over all that I had heard, and over the 
schemes now the most promising of success. I soon 
taught myself to look with a lenient eye on Gerald^s 
after connivance in MontreuiPs forgery ; and I felt 
that I owed to my surviving brother so large an 
arrear of affection for the long injustice I had ren- 
dered him, that I was almost pleased to find some- 
thing set upon the opposite score. All men, per- 
haps, would rather forgive than be forgiven. I re- 
solved, therefore, to afiPect ignorance of flerald'^s 
knowledge of the forgery ; and, even should he con- 
fess it, to exert all my art to steal from the confes- 
sion its shame. From this train of reflection, my 
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mind soon directed itself to one far fiercer and more 
intense ; and I felt my heart pause, as if congealing 
into marble,- when I thought of Montreuil, andaa- 
ticipated justice. 

It was nearly noon on the following day when 

we arrived at Lord 's house. We found 

that Oerald had left-it the day before, for the en- 
joyilient of the field-sports at Devereux Court, and 
^thither we instantly proceeded. It has often seemed 
to me, that if there be, as the Chaldeans fabled, 
one certain figure pervading all nature, human and 
universal, it is the circle. Round, in one vast mo- 
notony, one eternal gyration, roll the orbs of space. 
Thiis moves the spirit of creative life, kindling, 
progressing, maturing, decaying, perishing, reviv- 
ing and rolling again, and so onward for ever 
through the same course ; and thus, even, would 
seem to revolve the mysterious mechanism of hu- 
man events and actions. Age, ere it returns to ^ the 
second childishness, the mere oblivion'' from which 
it passes to the grave, returns also to the memories 
and the thoughts of youth ; its buried loves arise 
-—its past friendships rekindle. The wheels of the 
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tired machine are past the meridian, and the arch 
through which they:now Recline, has a correspon- 
dent likeness to the opposing segment through 
which they had borne upward, in eagerness and 
triumph. Thus it is, too, that we bear withm us 
an irresistible attraction to our earliest home. Thus 
it is that we say, " It matters not where our mii- ^ 
course is run, but we will die in the place where 
we were bom — in the point of space whence began 
the circle, there also shall it end /'' This is the 
grand orbit through which Mortality passes only 
once ; but the same figure may pervade all through 
which it moves on its journey to the grave.* 
Thus, one peculiar day of the round year has been 
to some an sera, always colouring life with ap event. 
Thus, to others, some peculiar place has been the 

* I have not assumed the Editorial license to omit these incohe- 
rent observations, notwithstanding their close approximation to 
J€vrgon, not only because they seem to occur with a sort of dramatic 
propriety ip the winding-up of the Count*s narrative, — the re- 
appearance of Oswald,^^the return to Pevereux Court^ and the 
scene that happens there; — ^but also because they appear to be strik- 
ingly characteristic of the vague aspirings — the restless and haff 
analjTsed longings aflter something 'V beyond the visible diiuTi?.! 
sphere," which are so intimately blended with the worldlier traits 
of the Count's peculiar organization of mipd. — Ed. 
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theatre of strange action, influencing all existence, 
whenever, in the recurrence of destiny, that place 
has been revisited. Thus was it said by an arch- 
scm^rer of old, whose labours yet exist, though 
perhaps, at the moment I write, there are not three 
living beings who know of their existence— that 
there breathes not that man who would not find, 
did he minutely iiivestigate the events of life, that,- 
in some fixed and distinct spot, or hour, or person, 
there lived, though shrouded and obscure, the per- 
vading demon of his fate ; and whenever, in their 
several paths, the two circles of being touched, that 
moment made the unnoticed epoch of coming pros- 
perity or evil. I remember well, that this bewilder- 
ing, yet not unsolemn reflection, or rather fancy, was 
in my mind, as, after the absence of many years, I 
saw myself hastening to the home of my boyhood, 
and cherishing the fiery hope of there avenging the 
doom of that love which I had there conceived. 
Deeply, and in silence, did I brood over the dark 
diapes which my thoughts engendered; and I woke 
not from my reverie, till, as the grey of the evening 
closed around us, we entered the domains of 
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Devereux Court. The road was rough and stony, 
and the horses moved slowly on. How fami- 
liar was every thing before roe ! the old pollards 
which lay scattered in dense groups on either side, 
and which had lived on from heir to heir securd 
in the little temptation they a£fbrded to cupidity, 
seemed to greet me with a silent, but intelligible 
welcome. Their leaves fell around us in the au- 
tumn air, and the branches, as they waved towards 
me, seemed to say, " Thou art returned, and thy 
change is like our own : the green leaves of thy 
heart have fallen from thee one by one — ^like us 
thou survivest, but thou art desolate !*' The hoarse 
cry of the rooks gathering to their rest, came 
fraught with the music of young associations on 
my ear. Many a time in the laughing spring had 
I lain in these groves, watching in the young 
brood of those citizens of air, a mark for my 
childish skill and careless disregard of life. We 
acquire mercy as we acquire thought— I would 
not now have harmed one of those sable creatures 
for a king^s ransom. 

As we cleared the more wooded belt of the park. 
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and entered the smooth space, on which the trees 
stood alone and at rarer intervals, while the red 
clouds, still tinged with the hues of the departed 
sun, hovered on the far and upland landscape- 
like Hope flushing over Futurity — a mellowed, 
yet rapid murmiur, distinct from the more distant 
dashing of the sea, broke abruptly upon my ear. 
It was the voice of that brook whose banks had 
been the dearest haunt of my childhood ; and now, 
as it burst thus suddenly upon me, I longed to be 
alone, that I might have bowed down my head 
and Wept as if it had been the welcome of a living 
thing ! At once, and as by a word, the hardened 
lava, the congealed stream of the souPs Etna, was 
uplifted from my memory, and the bowers and 
palaces of old, the world of a gone day^ lay before 
me ! With how wild an enthusiasm had I apos- 
trophized that stream on the day An which I 
first resolved to leave its tranquil regions and 
fragrant margin for the tempest and tumult of the 
world. On that ^ame eve too, had Aubrey and I 
taken sweet counsel together^!— on that same eve 
had wc sworn to protect, to love, and to cheris 
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one another — and now !— I saw the very mound on 
which we had sat — a solitary deer made it his 
couch, and as the carriage approa€hed, the deer 
rose, and I then saw that he had been wounded, 
perhaps in some contest with his tribe, and that 
he could scarcely stir from the spot. I turned my 
face away, and £he remains of my ancestral house, 
rose gradually in view. That house, was, indeed, 
changed : a wide and black heap of ruins spread 
around ; the vast hall, with its oaken rafters and 
huge hearth, was no more — I missed that^ and I 
cared not for the rest. The long galleries, the 
superb chambers, the scenes of revelry or of pomp, 
were like the court companions who amuse, yet 
attach us not ; but the hall — ^the old hall — the old, 
hospitable hall — ^had been as a friend in all sea- 
sons and to all comers, and its mirth had been as 
open to all as the heart of its last owner ! My 
eyes wandered from the place where it had been, 
and the tall, lone, grey tower, consecrated to my 
ill fated namesake, and in which my own apart- 
ments had been situated, rose, like the last of a 
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warrior band, Btem, gaunt, and solitary, over the 
ruins around. 

The carriage now passed more rapidly over the 
neglected .road, and wound where the ruins, cleared 
on either side, permitted access to the tower. In 
two minutes more I was in the same chamber with 
my only surviving brother. Oh, why — why can I 
not dwell upon that scene — that embrace, that re- 
conciliation ? — alas, the wound is not yet scarred 
over. I found Oerald at first, haughty, and sullen: 
he expected my reproaches and defiance — against 
them he was hardened ; he was not prepared for 
my prayers for our future friendship and my 
grief for our past enmity, and he melted at once ! 

But let me hasten over this. I had well nigh 
forgot that at the close of my history, I should 
find one remembrance so endearing and one pang 
so keen. Rapidly I sketched to Gerald the ill 
fate of Aubrey ; but lingeringly did I dwell upon 
Montreuil^s organized, and most baneful influence 
over him, and over us all; and I endeavoured to 
arouse in Gerald some sympathy with my own 
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deep indignation against that villain. I succeeded 
80 far as to make him declare that he was scarcely 
less desirousof justice than myself ; but there was an 
embarrassment in his tone, of which I was at no loss 
to perceive the cause. To accuse Montreuil pub- 
licly of his forgery, might ultimately bring to light 
Gerald's latter knowledge of the fraud. I hastened 
to say, that there was now no necessity to submit to 
a Court of Justice a scrutiny into our private 
gloomy, and eventful records. No, from Oswald's 
communications I had learnt enough to prove that 
Bolingbroke had been truly informed, and that 
Montreuil had still, and within the few last weeks, 
been deeply involved in schemes of treason — ^full 
proof of which could be adduced, far more than 
sufficient to ensure hi^ death by the public exe- 
cutioner. Upon this charge, I proposed at the 
nearest town, (the memorable seaport of * * * *) 
to accuse him, and to obtain a warrant for his im- 
mediate apprehension — upon this charge I pro- 
posed alone to proceed against him, 9^nd by it 

pa 
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«]oiie to take justice upon his more domestic 
crimes. 

My brother yielded at last his consent to my 
suggestions. ^^ I understand,'^ said I, ^^ that Mon- 
treuil lurks in the neighbourhood of these ruins, 
or in the opposite islet. Kjiow you if he has made 
his asylum in either at this present time ?^ 

" No, my brother,'' answered Gerald ; ^* but I 
have reason to believe that he is in our immediate 
vicinity, for I received a letter from him three 
days ago, when at Lord — — *s, urging a request 
that I would give him a meeting here, at my 
earliest leisure, previous to his leaving England.'' 

^' Has he really then obtained permission to 
return to France ?" 

"Yes," replied Oerald, "he infoi*med me in 
this letter that he had just received intelligence 
of his pardon." 

"May it fit him the better," said I, with a 
stem smHe, "for a more lasting condenmatioD. 
But if this be true we have not a moment to lose: 
a man so habitually vigilant and astute, will 
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speedily learn my visit hither, and forfeit even 
his appointment with you, should he, which is 
likdy enough, entertain any suspicion of our recon- 
ciliation with, and confidence in, each othqr— more- 
over, he may hear that the government have dis^ 
covered his designs, and may instantly secure the 
means of flight. Let me, therefore, immediately 
repair to * * * ♦, and obtain a warrant against 
him, as well as officers to assist our search. Iii 
the meanwhile you shall remain here, and detain 
him, should he visit you ; — but where is the ac* 
eomplice ? — ^let u^ seize him instantly, for I con^ 
elude he is with you !^' 

" What, Desmarais ?** rejoined Oerald. " Yes, 
he is the only servant, beside the old portress, 
which these poor ruins will allow me to entertain 
in the same dwelling with myself : the rest of my 
suite are left behind at Lord 's. But Des- 
marais is not now within ; he went out about 
two hours ago." 

" Ha !'' said I, " in all likelihood to meet the 
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priest — shall we wait his return, and extort some 
information of Montreuil*s lurking hole ?^ 

Before Gerald could answer, we heard a 
noise without, and presently I distinguished the 
bland tones of the hypocritical Fatalist, in soft 
expostulation with the triumphant voice of Mr. 
Marie Oswald. I hastened out, and discovered 
that the lay-brother, whom I had left in the chaise, 
having caught a glimpse of the valet gliding among 
the ruins, had recognized, seized, and by the help 
of the postilions, dragged him to the door of the 
tower. The moment Desmarais jsaw me, he ceased 
to struggle; he met my eye with a steady, but 
not disrespectful firmness ; he changed not even 
the habitual hue of his countenance — ^he remained 
perfectly still in the hands of his arresters ; and if 
there was any vestige of his mind discoverable 
in his sallow features and glittering eye, it was 
not the sign of fear, or confusion, or even surprise ; 
but a ready promptness to meet danger, coupled, 
perhaps, with a little doubt whether to defy or 
to seek first to diminish it. 

Long did I gaxe vu^n him — struggling with 
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mtemal rage and loathing — the mingled conteiiipt 
and desire of destruction with which we gaze upon 
the erect aspect of some small, but venomous and 
courageous reptile-— long did I gaze upon him 
before I calmed and collected my voice to speak — 

" So I have thee at last ! First comes the 
base tool, and that will I first break, before I lop 
off the guiding hand/^ 

" So please Monsieur my Lord the Count,'V 
answered Desmarais, bowing to the ground ; " the 
tool is a file^ and it would be useless to bite 
against it.*^ 

" We will see that,'' said I, drawing my sword : 
<^ pr^are to die T' and I pointed the blade to his 
throat with so sudden and menacing a gesture, 
that his eyes closed involuntarily, and the blood 
left his thin cheek as white as ashes: but he 
shrunk not. 

*^ If Monsieur,'' said he, with a sort of smile, 
^^ wiU kill his poor old, faithful servant, let him 
strike. Fate is not to be resisted ; and prayers 
are useless f 
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" Oswald,^' said I, " release your prisoner ; wait 
^bere, and keep strict watch. Jean Desmarais 
follow me I'' 

I ascended the stairs, and Desmarais followed. 
" Now," I said, when he was alone with Grerald 
and myself, " your days are numbered : you will 
fall ; not by my hand, but by that of the execu- 
tioner. Not only your forgery, but your robbery, 
your abetment of murder, are known to me; 
your present lord, with an indignation equal to 
my own, surrenders you to justice. Have you 
aught to urge, not in defence — for to that I will 
not listen — ^but in atonement ? Can you now com- 
mit any act which will cause me to forego justice 
on those which you have committed ? Desmarais 
hesitated. ^^ Speak," said I. He raised his eyes 
to mine with an inquisitive and wistful look. 

" Monsieur," said the wretch, with his obse- 
quious smile, ^^ Monsieur has travelled — has shone 
— has succeeded — Monsieur must have made 
enemies : let him name them, and his poor old 
faithful servant will do his best to become the 
humble instrument of their /a^e." 
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Gerald drew himself aside, and shuddered. 
Perhaps till then he had not been fully awar^ 
how slyly murder, as well as fraud, can lurk 
beneath urbane tones and laced ruffles. 

" I have no enemy,''* said I, " but one ; and the 
hangman will do my office upon him ; but point 
out to me the exact spot where at this moment he 
is concealed, and you shall have full leave to quit 
this country for ever. That enemy is Julian Hon* 
treuiir 

^< Ah, ah !'' said Desmarais, musingly, and in a 
tone very di£Perent from that in which he usually 
spoke ; " must it be so, indeed ? For tw^aty years 
of youth and manhood, I haye clung to that man, 
and woven my destiny with his, because I believed 
him born under the star which sAines on statesmen 
and on pontiffs. Does dread Necessity now nnpel 
me to betray him ? — Him, the only man I ever 
loved. So — so— so ! Count Devereux, strike 
me to the core — I will not betray Bertrand CoU 
Unot.^' 

^' Mysterious heart of man,'' I exclaimed inlyy 

p 3 
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as I gazed upon the low brow, the malignant eye, 
the crafty lip of this wretch, who still retained one 
generous and noble sentiment at the bottom of so 
base a breast. But if it sprung there, it only 
sprung to wither ! 

" As thou wilt,** said I ; " remember, death 
is the alternative. By thy birth-star, Jean 
Desmarais, I should question whether perfidy be 
not better IticJcthaxk hanging— but time speeds- 
farewell ; I shall meet thee on thy day of trial.^'' 

I turned to the door to summon Oswald to his 
prisoner. Desmarais roused himself from the 
reverie in which he appeared to have sunk. 

** Why do I doubt?'' said he, slowly. " Were 
the alternative his, would he not hang me as he 
would hang his dog, if it went mad and menaced 
danger? My very noble and merciful master,'* 
continued the Fatalist, tiuning to me, and 
relapsing into his customary manner, ^^ it is 
enough ! I can refuse nothing to a gentleman who 
has such insinuating manners and incomparable 
cambric. Montreuil may be in your power this 
night ; but that rests solely with me. If I speak 
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not, a few hours will place him irrevocably beyond 
your reach. If I betray him to you, will Mon- 
sieur swear that I shall have my pardon for past 
errors ?'' 

" On condition of leaving England/' I answered, 
for slight was my comparative desire of justice 
against Desmarais ; and since I had agreed with 
Gerald not to bring our domestic records to the 
glare of day, justice against Desmarais was not 
easy of attainment ; while, on the other hgnd, so 
precarious seemed the chance of discovering Mon- 
treuil before he left England, without certain in- 
telligence of his movements, that I was willing to 
forego .any less ardent feeling, for the speedy grati- 
fication of that which made the sole surviving 
passion of my existence. 

" Be it so," rejoined Desmarais ; " there is 
better wine in France ! And Monsieur, my present 
master— -Monsieur Oerald, will you too pardon 
your poor Desmarais for his proof of the great 
attachment he always bore to you.''. 

Away, wretch !" cried Gerald, shrinking back ; 

your villany taints the very air !" 
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Desmarais lifted his eyes to Heaven, with a look 
flf appealing innocence ; but I was wearied with 
this odious farce. 

" The condition is made," said I ; ^' rememher, 
|t cNdly holds good if Montreuil's person is placed 
in our power. Now explain." 
. ^^ This night, then," answered Desmarais, 
*^ Montreuil propoaes to leave England by means 
of a French privateer, or pifate, if that word please 
you better. Exactly at the hour of twelve, he 
will meet some of the sailors upon the sea shore, 
by the Castle Cave ; thaice they proceed in boats 
to the islet, off which the pirate^s vessel awaits 
.th«n. If you would seize Montreuil, you must 
provide a force adequate to conquer the com- 
panions he will meet. The rest is with you ; my 
part is fulfiUed." 

^^ Remember ! I repeat if this be one of thy 
invaitioos, thou wilt hang." 

" I have said what is true," said Desmarais, 
bitterly ; " and were not life so very pleasant to 
me, I would sooner have met the rack." 

I made no reply ; but summoning Oswald, sur- 
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rendered Desmarais to his charge. I then held a 
hasty consultation with Gerald, whose mind, how- 
ever, obscured by feelings of gloomy humi* 
liation, and stunned perhaps by the sudden 
and close-following ordier of events, gave me 
but little assistance in my projects. I observed 
his feelings with great pain; but that was nb 
moment for wrestling with them. I saw that I 
could not depend upon his vigorous co-operation ; 
and that even if Montreuil sought him, he might 
want the presence of mind and the energy to 
detain him. I changed therefore the arrangement 
We had first proposed. 

" I will remain here,'' said I, ** and I will in- 
struct the old porteress to admit to me any one 
who seeks audience with you. Meanwhile, 
Oswald and yourseK, if you will forgive, and 
grant my request to that purport, will repair to 
* * * * and informing the magistrate of our in- 
telligence, procure such armed assistance as may 
give battle to the pirates, should that be neces- 
sary, and succeed in securing Montreuil ; this as- 
sistance may be indispensable ; at all events, it will 
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be prudent to secure it : perhaps for Oswald alone, 
the magistrates would not use that zeal and ex- 
pedition, which a word of yours can command.'" 

" Of mine,** said Gerald, ** say rather of yours, 
you are the lord of these broad lands !** 

^^ Never, my dearest brother, shall they pass 
to me from their present owner ; but let us hasten 
now to execute justice, we will talk afterwards of 
friendship.** 

I then sought Oswald, who, if a physical 
coward, was morally a ready, bustling and 
prompt man ; and I felt that I could rely more 
upon him than I could at that moment upon 
Gerald : I released him therefore of his charge, 
and made Desmarais a close prisoner, in the inner 
apartment of the tower; I then gave Oswald 
the most earnest injunctions to procure the 
assistance we might require, and to return with 
it as expeditiously as possible : and cheered by 
the warmth and decision of his answer, I saw 
him depart with Gerald, and felt my heart 
beat high with the anticipation of midnight and 
retribution. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



The Catastrophe. 

It happened unfortunately, that the mission to 
* * • ♦ was indispensable. The slender 
accommodation of the tower forbade Gerald 
the use of his customary attendants, and 
the neighbouring villagers were too few in 
number, and too ill provided with weapons, to en- 
counter men cradled in the very lap of danger; 
moreover, it was requisite above all things that no 
rumour or suspicion of our intended project should 
obtain wind, and by reaching MontreuiPs ears 
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give him some safer opportunity of escape. I had 
no doubt of the sincerity of the fatalist's com- 
munication, and if I had, the subsequent con- 
versation I held with him when Gerald and 
Oswald were gone, would have been sufficient to 
remove it. He was evidently deeply stung by 
the reflection of his own treachery, and singularly 
enough, with Montreuil seemed to perish all his 
worldly hopes and aspirations. Desmarais, I 
found, was a man of much higher ambition than 
I had imagined, and he had linked him- 
self closely to Montreuil, because from the genius 
and the resolution of the priest he had drawn the 
most sanguine auguries of his future power. As 
the night advanced, he grew visibly anxious, and 
having fully satisfied myself that I might count 
indisputably upon his intelligence, I once more 
left him to his meditations, and alone in the 
outer chamber, I collected myself for the coming 
event. I had fully hoped that Mcwitreuil. would 
have repaired to the tower in search of Gerald, 
and this was the strongest reason which had in- 
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duced me to remain behind ; but time waned, he 
came not, and at length it grew so late, that I 
began to tremble, lest the assistance from * * * ♦ 
should not arrive in time. 

It struck the first quarter after eleven : in less 
than an hour my enemy would be either in my 
power, or beyond its reach ; still Gerald and our 
allies came not — ^my suspense grew intolerable, 
my pulse raged with fever ; I could not stay for 
two seconds in the same spot ; a hundred times 
had I drawn my sword, and looked eagerly along 
its bright blade. " Once,'* thought I, as I looked, 
** thou didst cross the blade of my mortal foe, and 
to my danger, rather than victory ; years have 
brought skill to the hand which then guided 
thee, and in the red path of battle thou hast never 
waved in vain. Be stained but once more with 
human blood, and I will prize every drop of that 
blood beyond all the triumphs thou hast brought 
me !^ Yes, it had been with a fiery and intense 
delight, that I had learnt that Montreuil would 
have companions to his flight in lawless and 
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hardened men, who would never yield hun a 
prisoner without . striking for his rescue ; and I 
knew enough of the courageous and proud temper 
of my piuposed victim, to feel assured that, priest 
as he was, he would not hesitate to avail himself 
of the weapons of his confederates, or to aid them 
with his own. Then would it be lawful to oppose 
violence to his resistance, and with my own hand 
to deal the death-blow of retribution. Still as 
these thoughts flashed over me, my heart grew 
harder, and my blood rolled more bumingly 
through my veins. ^^They come not, Grerald 
returns not,^ I said, as my eye dwelt on the 
horologe, and saw the minutes creep one after the 
other— <^ it matters not — he at least shall not 
escape ! — were he girt by a million, I would single 
him from the herd ; one stroke of this right hand 
is all that I ask of life, then let them avenge him 
if they will.'' Thus resolved, and despairing at 
last of the return of Gerald, I left the tower, 
locked the outer door, as a still farther seciuity 
against my prisoner's escape, and repaired with 
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silent, but swift strides to the beach by the 

■ 

Castle Cave. It wanted about half an hour to 
midnight ; the night was still and breathless, a 
dim mist spread from sea to sky, through which 
the stars gleamed forth heavily, and at distant 
intervals. The moon was abroad, but the vapours 
that surrounded her, gave a watery and sicklied 
dulness to her light, and wherever in the niches 
and hollows of the cliff, the shadows fell, all was 
utterly dark, and unbroken by the smallest ray : 
only along the near waves of the sea, and the 
whiter parts of the level sand were objects easily 
disceguble. I strode to and fro, for a few 
minutes, before the Castle Cave; I saw no one, 
and I seated myself in stem vigilance upon a 
stone, in a worn recess of the rock, and close 
by the mouth of the Castle Cave. The spot where 
I sat was wrapt in total darkness, and I felt assured 
that I might wait my own time for disclosing my- 
self. I had not been many minutes at my place of 
watch, before I saw the figure of a man ap- 
proach from th^ left ; he moved with rapid steps. 
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and once when he passed along a place where the 
wan light of the skies was less obscured, I saw 
enough of his form and air to recognize Montreuil. 
He neared the Cave — ^he paused — ^he was within a 
few paces of me — I was about to rise, when another 
figure suddenly glided from the mouth of the 
Cave itself. 

" Ha !" cried the latter, " it is Bertrand Col- 
linot — Fate be lauded !"* 

Had a voice from the grave struck my ear, it 
would have scarcely amazed me more than that 
which I now heard. Could I believe my senses ? 
the voice was that of Desmarais, whom X had 
left locked within the inner chamber of the tower. 
** Fly,'^ he resumed, " fly instantly ; you have not 
a moment to lose — already the stem Morton waits 
thee— already the hounds of justice are on thy 
track, tarry not for the pirates, but begone at 
once.^ 

" You rave, man ! What mean you ; the boats 
will be here immediately. While you yet speak 
methinks I can descry them on the sea. Something 
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of this I dreaded when, some hours ago, I caught a 
glimpse of Gerald on the road to * * *. I saw 
not the face of his companion, but I would not 
trust myself in the tower-^yet I must await the 
boats — ^flight is indeed requisite, but they make 
the only means by which flight is safe !^' 

" Pray, then, thou who believest, pray that 
they may come soon, or thou diest — and I with 
thee. Morton is returned — ^is reconciled to his 
weak brother. Gerald and Oswald are away 
Xjq* * * *, for men to seize and drag thee to pub- 
lic death. I was arrested— -threatened ; but one 
way to avoid prison and cord was shewn me. 
Curse me, Bertrand, for I embraced it. I told 
. them that thou wouWst fly to-^night, and with 
whom. They locked me in the inner chamber of 
the tower — Morton kept guard without. At 
length I heard him leave the room— I heard him 
descend the stairs, and lock the gate of the tower. 
Ha ! ha ! little dreamt he of the wit of Jean Des- 
marais. Thy friend must scorn bolt and bar, 
Bertrand Collinot. They had not searched me — 
I used my instruments — thou knowest that with 
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those instnimentsl could glide through stone walls! 
— I opened the door — I was in the outer room — ^I 
lifted the trap-door which old Sir William had had 
boarded over, and which thou hadst so artfidly and 
imperceptibly replaced, when thou wantedst secret 
intercourse with thy pupils — I sped along the pas- 
sage—came to the iron door — touched the spring 
thou hadst inserted in the plate which the old 
knight had placed over the key-hole — and have 
come to repair my coward treachery — to save and 
to fly with thee. But, while I speak, we tread 
on a precipice. Morton has left the house, and 
is even now, perhaps, in search of thee."*' 

" Ha ! I care not if he be,'' said Montreuil, in 
a low, but haughty tone. " Priest though I am, 
I have not assumed the garb, without assuming 
also the weapon of the layman. Even now I 
have my hand upon the same sword which shone 
under the banners of Mar ; and which once, but 
for my foolish mercy, would have rid me for ever 
of this private foe." 

" Unsheath it now, Julian Montreuil r said I, 
coming from my retreat, and confronting the pair. 
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Montreuil recoiled several paces. At that in- 
stant a shot boomed along the waters. 

" Haste, haste,^ cried Desmarais, hurrying to 
the waves, as a boat, now winding the cliff, became 
darkly visible ; " haste, Bertrand, here are Bon- 
. jean and his men — ^but they are pursued !" 

Once did Montreuil turn as if to fly ; but my 
sword was at his breast, and stamping fiercely on 
the ground, he drew his rapier, and parried and 
returned my assault ; but he retreated rapidly to- 
wards the water while he struck ; and wild and 
loud came the voices from the boat, which now 
touched the shore. 

** Come— come— come — the ofiicers are upon us ; 
we can wait not a moment X"* and Montreuil, as he 
heard the cries, mingled with oaths and curses, 
yet quickened his pace towards the quarter whence 
they came. His steps were tracked by his blood 
— twice had my sword passed through his flesh ; 
but twice had it failed my vengeance, and avoided 
a mortal part. A second boat, filled also with the 
pirates, followed the first ; but then another and a 
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larger vessel bore blackly and fast over the water 
— ^the rush and cry of men were heard on land-^ 
again and nearer a shot broke over the heavy air— 
another and another — a continued fire. The 
strand was now crowded with the officers of jus- 
tice. The vessel beyond forbade escape to the 
opposite islet, There was . no hope for the 
pirates but in contest, or in dispersion among the 
cliffs or woods on the shore. They formed their 
resolution at once, and stood prepared and firm, 
partly on their boats — ^partly on the beach around 
them. Though the officers were far more numer- 
ous, the strife — fierce, desperate^ and hand to 
hand — seemed equally sustained. Montreuil, as 
he retreated before me, bore back into the general 
meUey and, as the press thickened, we were for 
some moments separated. It was at this time that 
I caught a glimpse of Gerald ; he seemed also 
then to espy me, and made eagerly towards me. 
Suddenly he was snatched from my view. The 
fray relaxed : the officers, evidently worsted, re- 
treated towards the land, and the pirates appeared 
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once more to entertain the hope of making their 
escape by water. Probably they thought that the 
darkness of the night might enable them to baffle 
the pursuit of the adverse vessel, which now lay 
expectant and passive on the wave. However this 
be, they made simultaneously to their boats, and 
amcmg their numbers I descried Montreuil. I set 
my teeth with a calm and prophetic wrath. But 
three strokes did my good blade make through 
that throng before I was by his side; he had at 
that instant his hold upon the boat^s edge, and he 
stood knee-deep in the dashing waters. I laid my 
grasp upon his shoulder^ and my cheek touched 
his own as I hissed in his ear, "I am with thee 
yet r He turned fiercely — ^he strove, but he strove 
in vain, to shake off my grasp. The boat pushed 
away, and his last hope of escape was over. At this 
moment the moon broke away from the mist, and 
we saw each other plainly, and face to face.. 
There was a ghastly, but set despair in Mon- 
treuiPs lofty and proud countenance, which 
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changed gradually to a fiercer aspect as he met my 
gaze. Once more, foot to foot and hand to hand, 
we engaged; the increased light of the skies 
rendered the contest more that of skill than it had 
hitherto been, and Montreuil seemed to collect 
all his energies, and to fight with a steadier and 
a cooler determination. Nevertheless the combat 
was short. Once, my antagonist had the impru* 
dence to raise his arm and expose his body to my 
thrust : his sword grazed my cheek — I shall bear 
the scar to my grave—mine passed twice through 
his breast, and he fell, bathed in his blood, at my 
feet. 

^^ Lift him !^ I said,^ to the men who now 
crowded round. They did so, and he unclosed 
his eyes, and glared upon me as the death-pang 
convulsed his features, and gathered in foam to 
his lips. But his thoughts were not upon his 
destroyer, nor upon the wrongs he had committed, 
nor upon any solitary being in the linked society 
which he had injured. 
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" Order of Jesus,^ he muttered, " had I 

b«t lived three months longer, I '*'* 

So died Julian Montreuil. 
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CONCLUSION. 



MoNTBEUiL was Hot the only victim in the 
brief combat of that night ; several of the pirates 
and their pursuers perished, and among the bodies 
we found Gerald. He had been pierced, by a shot, 
through the brain, and was perfectly lifeless when 
his body was discovered. By a sort of retribution, 
it seems that my unhappy brother received his 
death-wound from a shot, fired, [probably at ran- 
dom,] byDesmarais; and thus theinstrument of the 
fraud he had tacitly subscribed to, became the 
minister of his death. Nay, the retribution seemed 
even to extend to the very method by which Desma- 
rais had escaped.; and, as the reader has perceived, 
the subterranean communication which had been 
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secredy re-opened to deceive my uncle, made the 
path which had guided Gerald^s murderer to the 
scene which afterwards ensued. The delay of the 
officers had been owing to private intelligence, 
previously received by the magistrate to whom 
Gerald had applied, of the number and force of 
the pirates, and his waiting in consequence for 
a military reinforcement to the party to be des- 
patched against them. Those of the pirates who 
escaped the conflict, escaped also the pursuit 
of the hostile vessel ; they reached the islet, 
and gained their captain's ship. A few shots 
between the two vessels were idly exchanged, 
and the illicit adventurers reached the French 
i^ore in safety ; with them escaped Desmarais, 
and of him, from that hour to this, I have heard 
nothing— so capriciously plays Time with villains ! 
Marie Oswald has lately taken imto himself a 
noted inn on the North Road, a place eminently 
calculated for the display of his various talents ; 
he has also taken unto himself a wife, of whose* 
tongue and temper he lias been known already to 
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complain with no Socratic meekness ; and we may 
therefore opine that his misdeeds have not alto- 
gether eacaped their fitting share of condein* 
nation. 

Succeeding at once, by the death of my poor 
brother, to the Devereux estates, I am still em- 
ployed in rebuilding, on a yet more costly scale, 
my ancestral mansion. So eager and impatient 
is my desire for the completi(m of my undertaking, 
that I allow rest neither by night nor day, and 
half the work will be done by torch-light. With 
the success of this project terminates my last 
scheme of Ambition. 

Here, then, at the age of thirty-four, I conclude 
the history of my life. Whether in the star 
which, as I now write, shines in upon me, and 
which a romance, still unsubdued, has often 
dreamt to be the bright prophet of my fate, 
something of future adventure, suffering, or exci- 
tation, is yet predestined to me ; or whether life 
will muse itself away in the solitudes which 
surround the home of my past childhood, and the 
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scene of my present retreat, creates within me but 
slight food for anticipation or c-onjecture. I have 
exhausted the sources of those feelings which flow, 
whether through the channels -t^f anxiety or of 
hope, towards the future ; and the restlessness of 
my manhood having attained its last object, has 
done the labour of time, and bequeathed me the 
indiflFerence of age. 

If love exists for me no more, I know well that 
the memory of that which has been, is to me far 
more than a living love is to others ; and perhaps 
there is no passion so full of tender, of soft, and 
of hallowing associations, as the love which is 
stamped by death. If I have borne much, and 
my spirit has worked out its earthly end in travail 
and in tears, yet I would not forego the lessons 
which my life has bequeathed me, even though 
they be deeply blended with sadness and regret. 
No ! were I asked what best dignifies the present, 
and consecrates the past ; what enables us alone 
to draw a just moral from the tale of life ; what 
sheds the purest light upon our reason; what 
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gives the firmest strength to our religion ; and, 
whether our remaining years pass in seclusion or 
in action, is best fitted to soften the heart to man, 
and to elevate the soul to God, I would answer, 
with Lassus, it is « EXPERIENCE !^^ 



THE END. 
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